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JAE Can't find any one more Hae 
or Worthy than Tour ſelf to 
een the following Fj Sel 
Neither am 1 m any Appreben- 
on of diſturbing: the Ghoſt 
of SHAKESPEAR with the PATRON I 
chuſe, when: bis Memory, by Yeu is pre- 
ſerv'd among us. I never ſee Hamrer, 
but. metbinks T.hehold.the Author's awful 
SHADE, 4 Spectator, and ſmiling to ſze 
N (after ſuch a Number of Tears ) His Ori- 
ginal out-done----.. 
None can think. I Harter, being Jam 
very well affird; 1 fs ſay any thing © 


3. mort, 


DE DICATIO N. 
more, than what the whole World thinks. 
dent know how I ſhall fland ect dd, 
when I freely confeſs, Ambition was a 
uiain Motive in chooſing Tow for my Pa- 
IRON: Fer when I am Duit, in After 
Ager, "twill be a MONUMENT to me be- 
ond Praſs or Marble, to have my Name 
read with the never-djing Wilks and 
SHAKESPEAK.. But 7 hope Tour good 


Nature will pardon the Freedom I have 


taten; I am but like a Perſon that has 
a bad Commodity on his Hands, and to 
get rid of it, puts it to two Jewels of an 
meſlimable Value, ſo gets bis Price for 
bis Drug, in being aſſur d his fond Cu- 


Homers wont 'forgoe ſo ſcarce 4 _— 


But I'll trouble you no longer; I ſball on- 
J beg leave to ſubſcribe my ſelf 


Your moſt Faithful; 
Obedient Humble Servant, 


W. ChETWO Op. 


* to give ſome Account 
of the Life of Julius Caſar, E 


think it very proper to begin 
with a Deſcription of his Perſon. 
* His Stature was Tall, his Com- 


exion Clear, his Body more inclining to 


em Far His E 2 Black and wght- 
than Far, Hi By 1 


y thin, but thicken'd 
55 * He was frequently troubled with 
by Head-ach, and ſometimes with the Fall- 
ing-Iickneſs. He was Indefatigable in Bu- 
ſineſs ; and in all his Diſputes.difcover'd a 


more than ordinary, Eloquence.. As for his. 


Capacity in Writing, his Commentaries. of 


vill The LIFE of 
his.own. Expedition will be a living:-Monn- 
ment to his N us'd himſelf fo 
much to Buſineſs, that he would dictate to 
ſeveral Amamnenſes at the fame time. He 
was ſo Bountiful, Friendly and Loving to 
his Soldiers, that they would enter upon 
the moſt imminent Danger to do him Ser- 
vice. His firſt Marriage was with Cos r u- 
1, a Lady of the EaursrRIAN Family, 
and à great Fortune, from which he: was 
Divorc d, and. marry'd CorneL1a” the 


Daughter of CIiN NA, who had been Four 
times Conſul. By this Lady he had his Fa- 


vourite Daughter JUL1A. After the Death 
of CoRNELIA, he marry'd PomPera, Q. 
PoxPE1a's Daughter, and Grand-Davgh- 
ter to L. SYLLA, whom he was Divorc'd 
from, upon Suſpicion that ſhe had been 
Debauch d by P. CLoDprvus; who had often 
Acceſs to her in Woman's Habit. After 
various Turns of Fortune, he married CA1.- 
" PHURNIA, the Daughter of L. P, Di- 


vorc'd his Daughter Jur ra from Serv 1- 


Ltus her firſt Husband, and gave her to 
PoMPEY , by whoſe Intereffs he choſe 
Gaul for his Government. He was par- 


ticularly Happy in all his Expeditions, 


Succeſstul. He 
d Rbeterick 


and in every Undertaki 
went to RHoDEs, and 


unter Aro LN tus the famous Rhetori- 
5 5) $924 $d 6-2 77 $54 00 We SH 4% os Tr ciun 


ee ee eee ft „ = oo 


e „ FD © =®, 2 


C. J. CESAR. ix 
cian, and attain d to the ſecond Place in 
that Excellence. 

The ſignal Victories he gain'd were firſt, 
that of Gaul and BxITAIN ; next, that of 
the Civil Wars; third, that of IN IN, 
where he overcame VARRo and APHRANT- 
vs, PomPEY's Generals; next (after ſeve- 
ral trivial Victories) was the famous Battle 
of PHARSALIA, where PomMPEY Com- 
manded againſt kim. Po ELS Horſe 
were Near ſix times as Numerous as Cx- 
SAR'S, and Foot almoſt thrice the Number : 
But CSA being inform'd by his Spies, 
that the Enemy were coming down in Bat- 
talia, with a great deal of Joy drew out his 
Men, made an Oration to em, adviſing em 
to Aim al her Blows ar the Faces of the- 
Enemy, won courage an Ar- 
my of Fellows whoſe greateſt Fear 
was the Tpoaling of their Faces. 

Mb. Soldiers of Cs AR being thus En- 

rag d, began the — bravely, aud 
. put the Enemy's Army to flight: Pow- 
Ex fled to PToLOMY, e by the Trea- 
— ACHILLAs and PHOTINUS he was. 
Murder d. After this ſignal Victory, he 
went to ALEXANDRIA, where when THe- 
oborus brought him the Head of Pow- 
PEY, He wept, and turn'd his Head afide. 


"Twas at ALESANDREIA he began his In- 
triegue 


rer 
a 8 4 * 


x The LIF E of 


triegne with CLEOPA TRA the famous Queen 
of XcyeT, by whom Report gave him a 
Son calFd Cx34a8r0 ; he ſpent fome time 
in this Amour, but being rous d by the Vi- 
crories of PHaARNAces Son of MiTaR1- 
DATES, he met him with 3 Legions and o- 
vercame him with ſuch Expedition, that 
Writing to his Friends in Rome of * Suc- 
ceſs, - deſcrib'd his Victo 

Words, Veni, Vidi, Vici; 4 
and *. 2]. From — he * to * 
FRICA, and having routed Sci 10 at 


Tara psvs, beat AFRANIUs and deſtr | 


his Camp, and the ſame Day Conquer d 

BA Prince of NUMIDIA, and by a Pods 

ons Intripidity gain'd three Victories in one 

— Returning to Ron he had four 

the ſecond for Rv r; the third for Pox- 

TUs; and the laſt for Arzrca. The Peo- 
le of Rome for his many Succefles made 
im perpetual Dictator, and Founded in his 


Name the Temple of Clemency, ftiFd him 
and Father of his ountry. Ob- 
that by the Ignorance of the Prieſts, 


jo. frets 4 of the Tear was ſo Irregular, 
— none of the Feffivals were kept in Or- 
der, he brought it to a more regular Form, 
making it 365 Days, and a Leap- Tear once 
in four: He gave his own _— oy 
an 


in one Tear; the firſt for Gaul; 


C. ].CASAR. xi 


onth Quintilis, which we call from Jul 1- 
I'S, Jorr: There were many Prodigres 
hat foretold the Death of this Great Man, 
ut nothing touch'd Cxs AR: YetCALPHUR- 
1A by her repeated Prayers and Intreaties 
Yrevail'd upon him (on the fatal Day) to 
ay at Home, but being over-perſwaded by 
xUTUS and others (who Interpreted the 
eams of CALPHURNIA to the Advantage 
fFCX$ar) he went to the Capitol, where 
e was received by the Patrij with all the 
Reſpe&t Imaginable, after ſeveral trivial 
Matters being paſs d, METELLUs CIMPER | 
ſued for the Repealment of his baniſh'd 
Brother, but CSA refuſing, was Stab'd 
dy CAa8KA ; upon this CxsAR drew his 
Sword, and kill d two of the Conſpirator: 
and laid about him as if he wou'd dearl 
Fell his Life like a Man of Courage, till 
deing Stab'd by BxuuTvus in the Thigh (the 
Bight of which ſo amaz'd him) he cry'd 
ET TU Burg! then covering his Head 
with his Robe, he fell at the feet of Pom- 
PEY's Statue, and Expir'd in the 56th. 
Year of his Age. | 
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TRAGEDY 
JULIUS CASAR: 


With the DEATH of 


B rutus and C aſtus. 1s. 


AGT-L:$CE N EL 
That part of Rc ME near the Tiber. 


Enter Flavius and Caska, on on? Side, and Car- 
penter, Cobler, and Mov Hout ing on "the other. 


F&=SENCE: Home you idle 
Creatures, get you Home: 
Ils this a Holiday 2 Whar, 

know you not 
(Being Mechanical) you ought 
, not walk 
Udon. a 1 Day, without the fizn 
Of your Profeſſion? Speak, What I rade art tou? 
C rr. 


2. be Tragedy of Julius Caſar. 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Cas. Where n Rule? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt Apparel on? 
— el 

| ir, inref} a W y 
I am but as you would ſay, a Cobler. Se 

Cas. But what Trade art thou? Anſwer me 
2 

Cobl. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may uſe, with 
a ſafe Conſcience, which is in Sir, a Mender 
of bad Soles. | n 

Hav. What Trade thou Knave? Thou naughty 
Knave, What Trade? 

Co Nay I beſeech you Sir, be not out with 
me: Yet if you be out Sir, I can mend you, | 

Cas. What mean ſt thou by that? Mend me, 
thou ſawcy Fellow! 

Cob]. Why Sir, Cobble you. 

Hav. Thou art a Cobler, art thou? : 

Cobl. Truly Sir, all that Live by is with the 
Awl: Imeddle with no Tradeſmans Matters, nor 
WomensMatters ; but With-aw7T am indeed Sir, 
a Surgeon to old Shoes ; when they are in great 
Danger, I recover them. As proper Men as ever 
trod upon Neats-Leather, have gone upon my 
Handy-work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
Why do'ſt thou lead theſe Men about the Streets? 

Cobl. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shoes, to get 
my ſe'f into more Work. But indeed Sir, we 
make Holiday to ſee Ceſar, and to rejoice in his 
Triumph. | 

Cas. Wherefore Rejoice ? 

What Conqueſts brings he Home? 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome ? 
To grace in Captive bonds his Chariot Wheels? 


You 
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You Blocks, you Stones, you worſe then ſenſleſs 
[ Things ; 
O you hard hearts! you cruel Men of None 
Knew you not Fompey? many a time and oft, 
Have you climb'd up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Tow'rs and Windows ? Yea, to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long Day, with Ou expectation, 
To ſee great Pompey paſs the Streets of Rome - 
And when you faw his Chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an Univerſal ſhout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her banks 
To hear the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shores ? | 
And do you now put on your beſt Attire ? 
And do you now cull out a Holiday ? 
And do you now ſtrew Flowers in his way? 
ow comes in Triumph over Pompey's Blood? 
Ren 70 your Houſes, fall upon your Knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the Plague 
That needs muſt light on this Ingratitude. 
Flay. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this 
Aſſemble all che naor Men of your ort: [frole 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and wecp you I ears 
Into the Channd, till the loweſt Stream 
Do kiſs the moſt exalted Shores of all. 
[Exeunt Mob. 
See where their baſeſt mettle benot mov'd, 
They vaniſh Tongue-ty d in their guiltineſs. - 
So you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I: Diſrobe the Images, 
If you J. find them deck d with Ceremonies. 
Cas. May we do ſo? 1 
You know it is the Feaſt of Lupercal. 


B 2 Flav. 
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Flav. It is no matter, let no Ima 
Be hung with Ceſars Trophies: T1! about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the Streets; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
I heſe growing Feathers, pluck'd from Cæſars wing, 
Will make him flie an ordinary pitch, 
Who elſe would ſoar above the view of Men, 
And keep. us all in ſervile fearfulnefs, 
[Exeunt, Severally. 


Enter 2 14 Chants, Den, Ro 
t 4 Sootbſayer : Mere 
Tabea lavius, and Te. 8 10 


Ceſ. Calphurmia. 

Cask. Peace ho. Ceiat : | 8 
Ceſ ED 19 fpeaks, 
Calph. Here, my Lord. 


Cef. Stand you directly in 3 ; 


4 


When he doth run his Courſe. 

. — Bon qr ſpeed Anthony 

» Forget not in your i 

To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders ſay, 
The Barren touched in this holy Chace, 
Shake off their fterile Curſe. | 
Ant. I ſhall remember | | 
When Ceſar ſays, Do this ; it is perform d. 

C Set on and leave no Ceremony out. 

Scoth, Ceſar. 

Cef. Ha ! Who calls? 

Cask. Bid every noiſe be ſtill : Peace yet again. 

Ceſ. Who is it in the Preſs that ealls on me? 
I hear a Tongue fhriller then all the Reſt 
Cry, Ceſar : Speak, Ceſar is turn d to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the des of March. © 

Ceſ. What Man is chat? | 


Brut, 
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Brut. A Sooth-ſayer bids you beware the [Jes of 
C. Set him before me, let me ſee his face, [March 
Cagi. Fellow, come from the Ihrong, look up- 
on Ceſar. 
Cj. What ſay ſt thou to me now? Speak once 
Hot h. Beware the [des of March. [again.. 
Cr. He is a dreamer, let us leave him: Paſs. 
„ Manet. Brut. and Cafſ. 
Caſſi. Will i go ſee the Order of the Courſe ? 
Ci . . 
I pray you do. : 
Brut, 1 Ne Gameſome: Ido lack ſome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Anthony 
Let me not hinder Caſſus your deſires; 
FJ] leave ou. 
Caf. Brutus, I do obſerve you now of lates: 
Fhave not from your Eyes, that gentleneſs 
And ſhew of Love, as 1 was wont to have: 
You bear too flubborn, and too ſtrange a hand: 
Over your Friend, that Loves you: 
Prut. Caſſius 0 
Be not deceiv'd: If T have veil d my look,, 
F rurn the trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my ſelf. Vexed Iam 
Of late, with Paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to my ſelf; 
But let not theretore my good Friends be griev'd\ 
— which number Caſſius be you one) 
or conſtrue any further my neglect, 
Then that poor Brutus with himſelf at War, 
Forgets the ſhews of Love to other Men. [ Paſſion;. 
Caf. Then Brutus, I have much miſtook your 


By means whereof, this Breaſt of mine hath buried! 


| ts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tenge rw, aye he ou Fe 


B. 3; Norr 
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For the Eye ſees not it ſelf but by reflection, 
Ey ſome other things. 
Cas. is juſt, 
And it is very much Famented, Prutus, 
That you have no ſuch Mirror, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your Eye, 
That you might ſee your ſhadow : I have heard 
Where many of the beſt reſpet in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cæſar] ſpeaking of Prutus, 
And groaning underneath this Ages yoak 
Have wiſh d, that Noble Brutus had his Fes. 
Brut. Into what Dangers, would ou 
Lead me Caſſius ? | x 
That you would have me ſeek into my ſelf 
For that which is not in me ? | 
Caffi, Therefore good Brutus be d. to hear: 
And you know, you cannot ſee your ſelf 
So well as by Reflection; 'T' your Glaſs, 
Will modeftly diſcover to your ſelf * 
That of your ſelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus. 
Were I a common Laughter, or did uſe 
To ſtale with ordinary Oaths my Love 
To every new Proteſfer: If you know, _ 
That I do fawn on Men, and hugg them hard, 
And after Scandal them : Or if you Know, 
That I profeſs my ſelf in Banquetting 
To all the Rout, then held.me dangerous. 
a Shout within. 


Prut.. What means this Shouting ? 
I do fear, the People chooſe Ceſar 
1727 n & 

| it 
Treat 8 would not have it fo. 


Brut. I would not Cafffus, yet I love him well: 


ſo long? 
Int wherefoze do you hold me here l kad 


o 


> 
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What is it, that you would impart to me ! 
IF it be ought toward the general 
Set Honour in one Eye, and Death i th other, 
And I will look on both indifferent: 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of Honour, more then I fear Death. 
Cas. I know that Vertue to be in you Brutus, 


As well as I do know your outward favour. 


Well, Honour is the ſubjeQ of my Story: 

I cannot tell, what you and other Men 

Think of this Life : But for uy nge ſelf, 

J had as lief not be, as live to 

In awe of ſuch a thing, as I my ſelf. 

I was born free as Ceſar, ſo were you, 

We both have fed as well, and we can both, 

Endure the Winters cold, as well as he. | 

For once a Raw and Guſty Day, 3 

The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 

Ceſar ſaid to me, dar ſt thou Caſur no- 

Leap in with me into this angry Flood, 

And fivim to yonder Point? Upon the word, 

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him follow: So indeed he did. 

The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 

With luſty Sinews, throwing it afide, * 

And ſtemming it with Hearts of Controverſie. 

But e re we could arrive the Point 2 

Ceſar cry d, Help me Caſſus, or 1 

IT (as eAneas, our great Anceſtor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his Shoulder 

The old A4nch;ſes bear) ſo, from the waves of Tyber 

Did I the tyred ow And this Man, 

Is now become a God, and Caffrus is 

A wretched Creature, and muſt bend his Body, 

If Ceſar careleſſy but nod on him. 

He had à Feaver as” > was in Spain, 
| 84 


And 


y The Tragedy of Julius Cafir... 
And when the Fit was on him, I did maxx. 
How he did ſhake : "Tis true, this God did {hake, 
His Coward'lips did from their colour flie 
And that ſame Eye, whoſe Bend doth awe theWorld 
Did loſe his Luſtre : I did hear him groan: 
Ay, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and write his Speeches in their Books, 
Alas, it cryed, Grove me ſome drink TIITIN IU 87 
As 2 lick Gi]; Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A Man of ſuch a feeble Temper ſhould p 
So 12 ſtart of the Majeſtick World, 
Aud bear the Palm alone. [Shout agem 
Brut. Another general Shout 
Ido believe, that theſe Applauſes are 
For ſome new Honours, that are heap d on Ceſar. 
Caf. Why Man, he doth beltride the narrow 
Like 2 Coloſſus, and we petty Men [World 
Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 
To find our ſelves diſhonourable Graves. 
Men at ſome time, are Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (dear Brutus) is not in our Stars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are underlinge. 
Brutus and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Ceſar?” 
ſhould that name be ſounded more then yours?- 
Write them together : Yours, is as fair a Name: 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well. 
Weigh them it is as heavy: Conjure with em, 
Prutus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoon as Cefar.. 
ens dn 
w eat this our Cæſar 
That he is grown ſo great Res, thu t de d. 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods.. 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Flood... 
But it was fam'd with more then with one Man? 
When could they ſay (till now) that talk d of Nome, 
That her wide Walks incompaſt but. one. Man A 4 


| 
+ 
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O! youand I, have heard our Fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
As eaſily as x King. ö 
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous: 
What you would work me too, I have ſome aim: 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 
1 ſhall recount hereafter. For the preſent, 
I would not fo (with love I might intreat you) 
Be any further mov'd : What you have ſaid, 
I will confider : What you have to ſay 
will with patience hear, and find a time 
ch meet to hear, and anfwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble Friend, depend on this: 
Brutus had rather be a Villager | 
Then to repate himſelf a Son of Rome | 
Under theſe hard Conditions, as this time. 
Is xe to lay upon us. CE e 
C. Lam — taut weak words * 
Have ſtruck much ſhew of fire from Brutus 
th [Shout and Flourifh bere. 
Brut. The Games are done, | | 
And 2 der paß b, 
As they pals by a 
Pack Cake by e Stege, RE 
And he will (after his ſour faſhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to Day. 


Enter Cafar and Train as bifere. = 
- Brut. I will do fo : But look you Caffus, 
The angry. ſpot doth glow on Ceſars brow, 
Aud all t * Jook ikea chidden Train; 
Calhburnija's' 1 
Oui. Carka will tell us what the Matter is. 


a 
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Ceſ. Let me have Men about me, that are Fat, 
Sleek-headed Men, and ſuch as ſleep a Nights; 
Yon Caſſius has a lean and hungry look; 
ROS: TO IRA us. 
Am. Fear him not Ceſar, he's not dangero 
He is a Noble Roman, and wel] given. as 
Caf. Would he were fatter : But I fear him not: 
Yet if my Name were liable to fear, | 
I do not know the Man I ſhould avoid ; 
So ſoon as yon ſpare Caſſius. He reads much, 
He is a great Obſerver, and he looks 

Quite thro” the Deeds of Men. He loves no Plays, 
As thou doſt Anthony : He hears no Muſick ; 
Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles-in ſuch a fort 

As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn d his Spirit 
That could. be mov'd to ſmile at any. thing. 

Such Men as he be never at Hearts eaſe, } 
Whilft they Behold a greater then themſelves; - 
And therefore are they very . 1 a 
ä n what is to be fear d, 

Then what I fear : For always I am Ceſar. 
Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think ſt of him. 

[ Fxennt Cæſar and Tran. 
- You pull d me by the Cloak, would you 


Cask 
with me?: i 
25% y; Cuta, tell us what hath chanc d to day 
1 3 Ms: 
Why you were with him, were yo 
Bru. 1 ſhould not then ask what had 
chanc'd. | 3 
Cask. Why, there was a Crown offer d him; 
and being offer d him, he put it by with the back 
of his Hand thus, and then the People fell aShout- 
, What was the ſecond Shout for ? 
Ces. Why, for that too Caſſie. 


With the Death of Brutus and Caſſius. 11 
C1fſia. They Shouted thrice, what was the laſt 


tor? | 
Cask. Why for that too. 
Pru. Was the Crown offer'd him thrice ? 
Cask. Ay, marry was't, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than other; and at every put- 
ring by, mine honeſt Neighbours ſhouted, 
Ce. Who offer d him the Crown? 
Cask. Why, Anthony. 
Brut. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cana. 
Casta. I can as well be hang' d as tell the man- 
icr of it: It was meer Foolery, I did not mark 
it. I ſaw Mark Anthony offer him a Crown, and 
as 1 told you he put it by once: but for all that, 
o my thinking, he would fain have had it. Then 
he offered it to him again: then he put it by a- 
gain: But to thinking, he was very loath to 
lay his Fingers off it. And then he offered it the 
Shird time; he put it the third time by, and ſtill 
as he refus d it, the Rabble houted, and clapp'd 
heir chop'd Hands, and threw up their ſweaty 
Night- caps, and uttered ſuch a deal of ſtinking 
dreath, becauſe Ceſar refus'd the Crown, that it 
d (almoſt) choak d Ceſar : For he ſwoun'd, and 
ell down at it: And for my own part, I durſt 
wot laugh, for fear of opening my Lips, and re- 
civing the bad Air. 
Caffe. But ſoft I pray you: What, did Ceſar 
wound? a 
Cask. He fell down in the Market- place, and 
Foam'd at Mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 
Brut. Tis very like he hath the Falling-fickneſs. 
| * No, Ceſar has it not : but you, and I 
ind honeſt Caska, we have the Falling-fickneſs. 
Cask. 1 know not what you mean by that, but I 
m ſure Ceſar fell down, If the tag-rag Peovle 
l 


* 


** 
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did not clap him, and hiſs him, according as he 
leas'd and difpleas d them r uſed to do the 
Players in the Theatre, I am no true Man. 
1 _— What ſaid he, when he came unto him- 
Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he 
percerv'd _ Common Herd was glad he refus'd 
the Crown, _— luck'd me ope his Doublet, and 
offer — his Throat to * and had I been a 
Man of any Occupation, if I would not have ta- 
ken him at his Word, 1 would I migh Py 
Hell among the R ; and fo he fell. When 
wy to bimſe] he faid, if he had 
— * or ſaid any thing amiſs, he deſir d their 
ips to think it was his 8 5 Tow 
or = Wenches where I ſtood, 
13 and forgave him 0 wi ] — 
: But there's no heed to be taken of them: 
"Ceſar had ſtab'd their Mothers, they would 
tk one no leſs. 
Brut. And after that, he came thus ſad away? 
GE Dh id Cicero ſay any thing ? 
id Cicero ſay any thin 
Catk. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. e 
Caf. To what effect 
Cast. Nay, and I tell you that, T'll ne re look 
u ith' Face again. But thoſe that underſtood 
2 ſmil d at one another, and ſhook their 
: but for mine own part, it was Greek to 
me. I could tell you more News too: Merellus 
and Havius, for pulling Scarfs off Cſar's Images, 
are put to filence. Fare you well. There was 
more Foolery yet, if I could remember it. 
Caſe. Will ou ſup with me to Night, Caska 2 
8 . No, 1 am promis d forth. 
Caffe. Will you dine with me to man > n 
4 . 


Vitb the Death of Brutus and Caſſius. 13 
Cask. Ay, if I be alive, and your Mind hold, 


and your Dinner worth the eating. 
Caffe, Good, I will expe& you. 
Cask. Do ſo : farewell both. [Fxit. 
Brut. What a blunt Fellow is this grown to 
be? 
He was quick Mettle when he went to Shock. 
Caſſe. & he is now, in execution 
Of any bold, or noble Enter ize, 
However he puts on this tardy Form: 
This Rudeneſs is a Sawce to his good Wit | 
Which gives Men Stomach to diſgeſt his Words 
With better Appetite. 
Brut. And ſo it is. 
For this time I will leave you. 
To Morrow if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
I will come to you : or if you will 
Come home to me, I will wait for you. [World. 
Cast. 1 will do fo: till then, think of the 
[ Exit. Brutus. 
Well Brutus, thou art Noble : yet I ſee 
Thy Honourable Mettle may be wrought 
From that it is diſpos'd ; therefore it is meet, 
That noble Minds keep ever with their Like : 
For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc d? 
Ceſar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brutus, 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſfius, 
He ſhould not humour me. I will this Night, 
In ſeveral Hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they came from the ſevera] Citizens 
Writings, all tending to the great Opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name: wherein obſcurely 
Ceſar's Ambition ſhall be glanced at. 
And after this, let Cæſar ſeat him ſure, 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe Deys ns, 
| xit, 
C CT 
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ACT II. SCENE l. 


The Forum, or Market-Place. 
Thunder, and Lightning. Enter Caska, and 


Trebonius meeting. 


Treb. FO OD even, brought you Cz ar home ? 
G Why are you breathleſs, bel ſtare you 
ſo ? 
Cask. Are not you mov'd, when all the 2 of 
| 5 [Earth 
Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Trebonius 
I have ſeen Tempeſts, when the ſcolding Winds 
Have riv'd the knotty Oaks, and I have ſeen 
Ih ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with rhe threatning Clouds: 
But never till to Night, never till now, 
Did I go through a Tempeſt-droping-fire. 


Either there is a Civil Strife in Heaven 
Or elſe the World too ſawcy with the Gods, 


Incenſes them to ſend Deſtruction. [ful ? 
Treb. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonder- 
| (fight, 


Cask. A common lave, you know him well by 
Held up his left Hand, which did flame and burn 
Like twenty Torches joyn'd, and yet his Hand, 
Not ſenſible of Fire, remain d unſcortch'd, 
Befides (I ha not fince put up my Sword) 
Againſt the Capitol I met a Lyon 
Who gaz'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without anoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a Heap, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Transform'd with their fear, who ſwore, th 


ſaw 
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Men, all in Fire, walk up and down the Streets. 
And Yeſterday, the Bird of Night did ſit, | 
Even at Noon-day, upon the Market- place 
Houting, and ſhrieking. When theſe Prodigies 
Do ſo conioyntly meet, let not Men ſay, 
They are Natural : 
For | believe, they are portentous things 
Unro the Climate that they point upon. [ Thun. ler. 
Treb. Indeed, it is a frange diſpoſed time: 
But Men may conſtrue thincs after their tiſkion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes C. ſar ro the Capitol to \'orrow ? 
Cask. He does : for he bid Ma: k Anthony 
Send Word to you he wou d be there to Morrow. 
Treb. Good-nizht then, Casta 
This diſturbed Sky is not to walk in. 


Cask. Farewell Trebonius. under. 
[Exit Irebonius. 
Enter Caſſius. 


Caſi. Who's there? 
Cask. A Roman. | 5 
Caffe. Caska, by your Voice. 
Cask. Your Far is good 
Cafſtes, what x Night is this? 
Caſh. A very pleaſing Night to honeſt Men. 
Cask. Who ever knew the Heavens menace ſo? 
Caffe. Thoſe that have known the Earth ſo full 
of Faults, 
For my part, I have walk'd about the Streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous Night ; 
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you ſee, 
Have bar'd my Boſom to the Thunder-bolt ; 
nd when the croſs blew Lightning ſeem d to open 
he Breaſt of Heaven, I did * my ſelf 
ven in the Aim, and very Flaſh of i. | 
2 


It 
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Cask, But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the 

[Heavens ? 
Ir is the part of Men, to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty Gods by Tokens ſend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aſtoniſh us. 

Caſſt. You are dull, Caska : [man, 
And thoſe ſparks of Life, that ſhould be in a Ro- 
You do want, or elſe you uſe not. 
Now could I (Caska) name to thee a Man, 

Moſt like this dreadful Night, | 

That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and roars, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitol: 

A Man no mightier then thy ſelf, or me, 

In perſonal Action; yet prodigious grown, 

And fearful], as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. 

Cask. Indeed, they ſay, the Senators to Morrow 


Mean to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: 
And he ſhall wear his Crown by . and Land, 
In every place, fave here in ah. [then ; 


Caſſi, I know where I will wear this Dagger 
Caſſius from Bondage ſhall deliver Caſſius : 
Therein.ye Gods. you make the weak moſt ſtrong 5 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defear. 

Nor Stony Towers, nor Walls of beaten Braſs, 
Nor air-leſs Dungeon, nor ſtrong Links of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the Strength of Spirit: 

But Lite being weary of theſe worldly Barrs, 
Never lacks Power to diſmiſs it ſelf. 

If I know this, know all the World beſides, 
Thar part of Tyranny that I do bear, 

I can ſhake off at Pleaſure. + 

 Cask. So can I: 

So every Bond-man in his own Hand bears 

The Power to cancel his Captivity. 

4 why ſhould Gefer be a Tyrant then ? 
Poor Man, I know he wo Cao; den WO, = 


ut 
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But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheep: 

He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hinds. 
Thoſe that with haſte wou'd make a mighty Fire, 
Begin it with weak Straws. What traſh is Roma? 
What Rubbiſh, and what Offal 2 When it ſerves 
For the baſe matter, to illuminate * 

So vile a thing as Ceſar. But, oh Grief ! 
Where haſt thou led me? I (perhaps) ſpeak this 
Before a willing Bond-man : Then I know 

My Anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm'd, 
And * are to me indifferent. 

Cask. You ſpeak to Caska, and to ſuch a Man; 
That is no flearing Tell-tale. Take my Hand: 
Be factious for redreſs of all theſe Griets, 

And I will ſet this Foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt, 

Ce. There's a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Caska, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the Nobleſt-minded Romans 
To undergo, with me, an Enterprize, 

Of honourable, dangerous Conſequence ; 

And I do know by this, they ſtay for me 

In Pompey's: Porch : 


| Enter Cinna. [ haſte, 
Cask. Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in 
Caſſi. "Tis Cinna, I do know him by his Gate, 
He is a Friend. Cinna, where haſte you fo ? 
Cinna. To find out you: Who's that Metelhzs 
[ Cymber £ 
Cafſi. No, it is Casa, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ſtay d for Cizna ? 
Thunder . 
Cinna. What a fearful Night is this? 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange Sights. 
Cafe. Am I not ſtay d for? Tell me. 


C3 inna. 
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Enna. Yes, you are. O Caſſius, 
If you could but win the Noble Erutus 
To our Party per, 
Cafſi. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this Pa- 
And look you lay it in the Pretor's Chair 
Where Prutus may find it : And throw this 
In at his Window; ſet this up with Wax 
Upon o'd Frutus's Statue: All this done 
Repair to Pompey's "_— where you ſha]] tind us. 
Are Decius, Brutus and Trebonius there? 
Unna. All, but Metellus Cymber, and he's gone 
I0o ſeek you at your Houſe, Well, I will hie, 
And fo beſtow theſe Papers as you bad me. 
Caffi. That done, repair to Papers Theatre. 


Exit Cinna. 
Come Caske, you and Iwill yet, ere Day, 

See Prutus at his Houſe : Three parts of him 

Is ours alfeady, and the Man entire 

Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE, A Garden. 


Enter Brutus. 
Brit. What Lucius, ho! 
I cannot, by the Progreſs of the Stars, 
Give gueſs how near to Day Lucius, I ſay! 
I would it were my Fault to ſleep fo ſoundly. 
When, Luci, when? awake, I fay : What Lu- 
Liu 


| Fater I ucius. 
Luc. Call'd you, My Lord ? 
Frut. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucius: 
When it is lizhted come and call me here. 
Luc. ] will, my Lord. Exit. 
Brut. It muſt be by his Death: And for my part, 
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] know no perſonal Cauſe, to ſpurn at him, 

But for the general. He would be Crown 4d: 

How that might change his Nature, There's the 
[(Queſtion? 

It is the bright Day, that brings forth the Adder, 

And that craves wary walking: Crown him 

And then 1 grant we put a Sting in him, 

That at his Will he may do danger with. 

And to ſpeak truth of Ceſar, 

I have not known, when his Affections ſway'd 

More then his Reaſon. But tis a common proof, 

That Lowlineſs is young Ambitions Ladder, 

Whereto the Climber upward turns his Face : 

But when he once attains the upmoſt Round, 

He then unto the Ladder turns his Back, 

Looks in the Clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 

By which he did aſcend : So Ctſar may; 

Then leſt he may, prevent. And lince the Quar- 

Will bear no Colour, for the thing he is, [rel 

Faſhion it thus ; That when he is, augmented, 

Would run to theſe, and theſe Extremiries : 

And therefore think him as a Serpent s Egg, 

Which hatch'd, would as his Kind grow miſclie- 

And kill him in the ShelL [ vous, 


Enter Lucius with @ Letter. 
Lyc. The Taper burneth in your Cloſet, Sir: 

Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 

This Paper, thus ſeal d up and Jam ſure 

It did not ye there when I vent to Bed. 

Erut. Get you to Bed again, it is not Day: 

Is not to Morrow (Boy) the tenth of March ? 
Lic. I know not, Sir. [ Word. 
Brut. Look in the Kalender, and bring me 

Luc. I will, Sir, 14 
Brut. The Exhalatio whizzing in the Air, 
"c 4 Give 
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Give ſo much light, that I may read by them. 
_ [Opens the Letter, and reads. 
Brutus, f hn Heep ft ; awake, and ſee thy ſelf : 
Shall Rome, Sc. 1 peak, ftrike, redreſs, 
Brutus, thou Hep t. Awake. 
Such Inſtigations have been often dropt, 
Where I have took them up: 
Shall Rome, Ic. Thus muſt I piece it out, 
[ Rome ! 
Shall Rome ſtand under one Man's awe ? What 
My Anceſtors did from the Streets of Rome 
The Tarquim drive, when he was call d a King, 
Speak, ftrike, redreſs. Am I entreated 
o ſpeak, and ſtrike? O Rome, I make thee pro- 
If the Redreſs will follow, thou receiveſt [miſe, 
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Brutus, 


Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, March is waſted fifteen Days. 

Brut. T1s good. [ Knocking without.) Go to the 
Gate, ſome Body knocks. 
Since Cxffius firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
F have not * 
Between the Acting of a dreadful Thing, 
And the firſt Motion, all the Interim is 
Like a Phantaſma, or a hideous Dream. 
The Genius, and the mortal Inſtruments 
Are then in Council; and the State of Man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then 
The Nature of an Inſurrection. 


Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Sir, tis your Brother Caſſus at the Door, 
Who doth deſire to ſee you. | | | 
Brut. Is he alone? 3 
Lic. No, Sir, there are more with * FA 
| THI, 
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Brut, Do you know them ? [C loaks, 
Luc. No, Sir, their Faces are buried in their 
That by no means F may diſcover them, | 
By any Mark or Favour. 
Brut. Let em enter. [Ext Lucius. 
They are the Faction. O Conſpiracy, 
<him | thou to ſhew => dang'rous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moſt free? O then, by Day 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 
To Mask thy monſtrous Viſage? Seek none Con- 
Hide it in Smiles, and Affability: [fpiracy, 
For if thou put thy Native Semblance on, 
Not Frebus it ſelf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from Prevention. 


Enter Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Ci Metellus, 
* and WR.» TS 
Caffe. I think we are too bold u ur Reſt: 
Good-morrow Brutus, Do we handle win ? 
Brut. Lhave been up this Hour,awakeall Night: 
Know I theſe Men, that came along with you? 
Caſſi. Yes, every Manet them ; and no Man here 
But Honours you: And every one doth w iſh, 
You had but that Opinion of your ſelf, 
Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonues, 
Brut. He is Welcome hither. 
Caffi. This, Decius Prius. 
Caffe. He is Welome tou. [telhes Cymber, 
Cas. This, Cana; this, Cinna; and this Me- 
Prut. They are all Welcome. 
What watchful Cares do interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your Eyes, and Night ? 
Cafe. Neal L intreat a Word? [They wy ah 
* 


Deci. Here lies the Eaſt: Doth not the 
Cask. No. [break _ ? 


—— — Cu... — 


— — — — 
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Cn. O Pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, e re Meſſengers of Day. , : 
ceiv'd: 
Can. You ſhall confeſs, that you are — de- 
Here, as I point my Sword, the dun ariſes, 
Which is a great way 23 on the South, 
Weighing the youthful Seaſon of the "Y . 
Nort 
Some two Months hence, up higher toward the 
He firſt preſents his Fire, and the high Eaf 
Stands as the Capitol, direA'y here. 
Brut. Give me your Hands ll over, one by one 
Caf. And let us wear our i{efolution. [Men 
Frut. No, not an Oath: If not the Face ot 
The Sufferance of our Souls, the times Abuſe ; 
If theſe be Motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every Man hence, to his idle Bed : 
So let high-ſeared Tyranny range on, 
Till each Man drop by Lottery. But if theſe 
* I am ſure they do) bear Fire enough 
o Kindle Cowards, and to ftcel with Valour 
The meltingSpirits of Women. ThenCountrymen, 
What need we oy _ but our own Cauſe, 
To prick us to redreſs 


? What other N 
Then ſecret mant, that have ſpoke the Word, 


And will not falter? And what other Oath 
Than Honeſty to Honeſty ingag'd 

That this ſhall be, or we will fall for it. 
Swear Prieftsand Cowards,and ſuch ſuff ring ouls 
That welcome Wrones : Unto bad Cauſes: ſwear 
Such Creatures as Men doubt; but do not ſtain 
The even Virtue of our Enterprize, 

Nor th' inſuppreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 

To think, that, our Cauſe, or our Performance 
Did need an Oath. When every drop of Blood 
That every Roman bears, 


\ 
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Is guilty of a ſeveral Baſtardy, 
If he do break the ſmalleſt Particle 
Of any Promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
Cajr. But what of Cicero? Shall we ſound him? 
I think he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Caił. Let us not leave him out. 
Cn. No, by no means. 
Metel. G let us have him! For his Silver Hairs 
Will purchaſe us a good Opinion: 
And buy Mens Voices, to commend our Deeds. 
Bru. O name him not; let us not break with 
For he will never follow any thing [him, 
That other Men begin. 
Caſſi. Then leave him out. 
Cask. Indeed, he is not fit. [Ceſar ? 
Deci. Shall no Man elſe be touch'd, but only 
Caf. Decius well urg d: I think it is not meer, 
Mark Anthony, ſo well belov d of Cæſar, 
Should out-live Ceſar, we ſhall find of him 
A ſhrewd Contriver. And you know, his means 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch fo far 
As toannoy us all: Which to prevent, 
Let Anthony and Ceſar fall together. [ Caſſius, 
Prut. Our Courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caius 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs : 
Like Wrath in Death, and Fnvy afterwards: 
For Ant ben is but à J imb of Ceſar. 
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, Cas : 
We all ſtand up againſt the Spirit of Cæſar. 
And in the Spirit of Men there is no Blood: 
O that we then could come by Ceſar's Spirit, 
And not diſmember Ceſar But (alas) 
Cæſer maſt bleed for it. And gentle Frier.s, 
Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathſully: 
Ler's carve him, as a Diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkaſs fit for Hounds; 


This 
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This ſhall make our Purpoſe neceſſary, 
Which fo appearing to — Eyes, 
We ſhall be call d Purgers, not Murderers. 
And for Mark Anthony, think not of him: 
For he can do no more than Ceſar's Arm, 
When Cz2/ar's Head is off. 
Casi. Yet I fear him 
For the ingrafted Love he bears to Ceſar. | 
Brut. Alas! good Caffius, do not think of him: 
If he love Ceſar, all that he can do 
Is to himſelf ; take thought, and dye for Ceſar ; 
And that were much he ſhould ; for he is given 
To Sports, to Wildneſs, and much Company. 
Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not dye, 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
[Clock ſtrikes Three. 
Brut. Peace, count the Clock. 
Caff. The Clock hath ſtrucken Three. 
Treb. is time to part. 
Cas. Bur it is donbtful yet, 
Whether Ceſar will come forth to Day, or no: 
For he is Superſtitious grown of late 
Quite from the main Opinion he held once 
Ot Fantaſie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies : 
It may be, theſe apparent Prodigies 
The unaccuſtom'd Terror of this Night, 
And the Perſuaſion of his Azugurers 
May hold him from the Capitol to Day. 
Deci. Never fear that - If he be ſo reſolv d, 
J can o' re- ſway him: For he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray d with Trees, 
And Bears with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toyls, and Men with Flatterers. 
But, when I tell him he hates Flatterers, 
He fays, he does; being then moſt flattered. 
Let me work him, 


For 
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For I can gon his Humour the true Bent : . 


And I will bring him to the Capitol. [him, 
Caſſie. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch 
Brut. By the eighth Hour, is that the uttermoſt? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt; and fail not then. 
Met. Cams Ligarius doth bear Ceſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey 
wonder none of you have thought of him. 
Brut. Now good Metellus go to him from me: 
He loves me well, and I have given him Reaſons, 
Send him hither, and II faſhion him. 
Lo The Morning comes upon us: 
Well leave you, Frutut, 
And Friends diſperſe yourſelves ; but all remember 
. . [ Romans * | 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true 
Brut. Good Gentlemen, look freſh and merrily. 
Let not our Looks put on our Purpoſes, 
But bear it as our Roman Actors do, 
With untyr d Spirits, and formal Conſtancy. 
And ſo good-morrow to you every one. 
Om. Good Morning to Lord Brutus. 
| [Exeunt Confpirators, 


Enter Porta. 

Por. Brutus, my Lord. [you now? 
Brut. Portia, What mean you? Wherefore riſe 
It is not for your Health, rhus to commit 
Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning 
| Brutus 

Por. Nor for yours neither. V have Lo 5. 
Stole from my Bed: And yeſternight at Supper 
You ſuddenly aroſe, and walk d about, 
Muſing and ſighing, with your Arms a-crofs : 
And when Lask d you what the Matter was? 
You ſtar d upon me, with ungentle Looks. 
Yet I inſiſted; yet you * not, 


But 
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But with an angry Wafter of your Hand, 

Gave ſign for me to leave you; So I did, 

Hoping it was but an Effed of Humour, 

Which ſomerime hath his Hour with every Man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep : 

And could it work ſo much npon your Shape, 

As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 

I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my Lord, 

Make me acquainted with your Cauſe of Grief. 
Brut. 1 am not well in Health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wiſe, and were he not in Health, 

He would embrace the Means to come by it. 
Brut. Why ſo 1 do : Good Fortia go to Bed. 
Port. What, is Brutus ſick ? 

And will he ſteal out of his wholſome Bed 

To dare the vile Contagion of the Night? 

And tempt the rheumy, and unpurg'd Air, 

To add unto his Sicknefs? No, my Brutus, 

You have ſome ſick Offence within your Mind, 

Which by the Right and Vertue of my place, 

I ought to know of : And upon my Knees, 

I charm you by my once commended Beauty, 

By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vow 

Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you unfold to me, your ſelf, your other half 

Why ”= are heavy ; and what Men to Night 

Have had Reſort to you; for here have been 

Some ſix or ſeven, who did hide their Faces 

Even from darkneſs. | 
Brrt. Kneel not, gentle Portia. vs 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle 


Within the Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutus, | 


Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets 

That appertain to you? Am J your Self, 

But as it were in Sort, or Limitation ? 

To keep with you at Meals, comfort your . 
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And talk to you ſometimes * Dwell I but in the Sub- 
Of your good Pleaſure ? If it be no more, [urbs 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

Brut. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy Drops 
That viſit my fad Heart. [Secrer. 

Por. If this were true, then ſhou'd I know ths 
I grant I ama Woman ; but witha], 
A Woman that Lord Brutus took to Wife: 
I grant I am a Woman; but withal, 
A Woman well reputed : Cato's * 
2 ou, I am no ſtronger than m 

ys Father' d, and ſo Husbande 

Tell me your Counſels, I will not Cloe em: 
F have made ſtrong Proof of my Conſtancy. 
Giving my ſelf a voluntary Wound 
Tony - in the Arm: Can Ibear that with Patience, 
And nor my N s Secrets? 

Brut. O ye Gods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. 

Knocking at the Gate. 

Hark, hark, one knocks : Portia go in a while, 
And by and by Arn * noo ſhall partake 
The row of my [Exit. Portia. 


Enter Lucius, and Caius Ligarius. 
Luc. Who's that ks? Trou: 
Luc. Here is a fick Man that would ſpeak with 
Brut. Cams Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of. 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caius Ligarius, 1 
ongue. 
Cai. Vouchſafe Good-morrow from . feeble 
Brut. O what a time have ou choſe out, brave 
To be diſtemper'd in. Woul you were not ſick. 


Cai. *** ve in Hand 
Any. 
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Any Exploit worthy the Name of Honour, 
Brut. Such an Exploit have ] in Hand, Ligarius, 

Had you a healthful Ear to hear it. 

Cat. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 

I here diſcard my Sickneſs. Soul of Rome, 

Brave Son, deriv'd from Honourable Loins, 

Thou like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 

My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, 

And I will ftrivewith things impoſſible: 

Whats to be done? | 
Brut. A Piece of Work, 

That will make ſick Men whole. [fick ? 
Cai. But are not ſome whole, that we muſt make 
Brut. That wemuſt alſo. What it is, my Cans, 

I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 

To whom it muſt be done. 

Cai. Set on your 

And with a Heart new-fir d, I follow you, 

Io do know not what -: but it ſuſficeth, 

That Brutus leads me on. 5 
Brut. Follow me then. [Thunder and Lightning. 


SCENE, Ceſar's Pallace. 
Enter Julius Czſar. 

Ceſar. Nor Heaven, nor 
Have been at Peace to Night : . 
Thrice hath Calphurnia, in her Sleepcryed out; 
Help, ho ! They murther Ceſar! Within there ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Ter. My Lord. 

Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their Opinions of Succeſs. 

Ser. I will, my Lord. [Extt. 


Enter . [forth ? 
Ca”. What mean you Cæſar, think you to walk 
You ſhall not ſtir out of your Houſe to Day. 


"WW 


. 
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Ceſ. Ceſar ſhall forth; the things that threaten 


me 
Ne're look but on my Back: When they wall ſes 
The Face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed, 

Calph. Ceſar, I never ſtood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen, 
Recounts moſt horrid Sights ſeen by the Watch.. 
A Lioneſs hath whelped in the Streets, Dead; 
And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight upon the Cloud 
In Ranks and Squadrons, and q form of War, 


Which drizel'd Blood upon the 


itol: 

The noiſe of Battel hurtled in the Air ; 
Horſes did neigh, and dying Men did groan, 
And Ghoſts did ſhriek and ſqueal about the Streets. 
O Ceſar, theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do fear them. os 

Ceſ. What can be avoided. 
Whoſe End is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Ceſar ſhall go forth : For theſe Pr 


editions 
Are to the World in general, as to Ceſar. [ſeen, 
Calp. When Beggars dye, there areno Comens | 
rinces. 
The Heavens themſelves blaze forth the Death of 
Ceſ. Cowards dye many times before theirDeaths, 
The Valiant never taſte of Death but once: 
OF all the Wonders that I yet have hea 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange that Men ſhould fear, 
Seeing that Death, a neceſſary End, 


Will come when it will come. 
md 4 2 ; w. 
What e Augurers . 
Ser. They would not have you to ſtir 1 
Bluck ing the Entrails of an Offerin g forth, _ 
D 3 They 
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They could not find a Heart within the beaſt. 
Ceſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardiſe : 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beaſt without a Heart 
It he ſhould ſtay at home to Day for fear; 
No, Ceſar ſhall not. 
Calph. Alas my Lord, 
Your Wiſdom is conſum'd in Confidence : 
Do not go forth to Day : Call it my Fear, 
That keeps you in the Houſe, and not your own. 
We'll fend Mark Anthony to the Senate-Houſe, 
And he ſhall fay, you are not well to Day: 
Let me upon my Knee il in this. 
Ceſ. Mark Anthony ſhall fay 1 am not well, 
And for thy Humour, I will ſtay at home. 


| Enter Decius. 
Here's Decius Prutus, he ſhall tell them fo. 
Deci. Ceſar, all hail! Good morrow worthy 
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houſe. [Ceſar, 
Czſ. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to Day: 
Cannot, is falſe ; and that I dare not, falſer : 
1 will not come to day, tell them ſo Decius. 
Eſt Say he is ſick. 
Cæſ. Shall Ceſar ſend a Lye ? | 
Have I in Conqueſt ſtretch d my Arm fo far, 
To be afraid to tell Gray-beards the Truth: 
Decius, go tell them, Ceſar will not come. 
Deci. Moſt mighty Ceſar, let me know ſome 
Left 1 be laugh'd at when I tell em ſo. [Cauſe, 
Ceſ. The Cauſe is in my Will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 
But for your private Satisfaction, | 
Becauſe I love you, I will let you know. 
C:lphurnia, here my Wife ſtays me at — 


e 
5 
2 


For Iinctures, Stains, Relicks, and Coęniſance. 
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She dream d to Night, ſhe ſaw my Statue, 

Which like a Fountain, with an hundred Spouts, 

Did run pure Blood; and many luſty Roma 

Came ſmiling, and did bath their Hands in it; 

And theſe does ſhe apply, for Warnings and Por- 

And Evils imminent ; and on her Knee ſtents, 

Hath begg'd, that I will ſtay at home to Day. 
Decz. This Dream is all amiſs interpreted, 

It was a Viſion, fair and fortunate: 

Your Statue ſpouting Blood in many Pipes 

In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 

Signifies, that from you great Rome ſhall ſuck 

Reviving Blood, and that great Men ſhall preſs 


This by — s Dream is ſignified. 
And this way have you well expounded it. 
Deci. I have, when you have heard what I can 
The Senate haveconcluded _[fay. 
To give this Day a Crown to mighty Ceſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 
Their Minds may change. Beſides, it werea mock 
Apt to be render d, for ſome one to ſay, 
Break up the Senate, till another time : 
Boks file ee leere wie 
ar hide they not hi | 
Lo! Laar is afraid. pps «> 
Pardon me Ceſar, for * dear Love 
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this: 


And Reaſon to my Love is liable. 
Cæſ. How foolith do your Fears ſeem now, Cal- 
Lam aſham'd I did yield to them, [phurma, 


For I will go. 
Enter Publius. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. — Ceſar. ; 
© Welcome 4. 
* F D 4 Enter 
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Enter Brutus. 
What Brutus, are you ſtirr d ſo early too ? 
Enter Caska and Ligarius. 
Good-morrow Caska, Caius, Ligarius; 
Ceſar was ne're ſo much your Enem 


As that ſame Ague which hath made you lean. 


What is't a Clock ? 
Brut. Ceſar, tis ſtrucken Eight. 
Ceſ. I thank you for your Pains and Courteſy; 


See, Anthony — R els 1 — Nigh 
> A hat Revels long a Nights, 
Is.notwithſtanding up Good morrow, Labour: 
Anth. So to moſt noble Seſar. 
Cef. Bid them prepare within. 
Enter Cinna Metellus, Cymber and Trebonius. 
I am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Gnna, now Metelhes : What, Trebonius, 
I have an Hours Talk in ſtore for you. 
Remember that you call on me to Day. 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Ceſar J will. [with me;. 
Ann alan 
e Friends, wi I go toge- 

Brat.'O Ciſar e 80 fe. 
The Heart of Brutus earns to think upon thee. 


= [ Exennt, 
oh oy Ot oe one ee Geo eo eo ore 


A 


1 
Enter Soothſayer, reading 


a Faper.. 
[Caffuus, 


Sooth. "CE" beware of. Brutus, take heed o 
Come not near Carta; have an Eye 
| Le Fruf 
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cc Truſtnot Trebonious, mark well Metell is 2 
er 


tc Decius Brutus loves thee not Thou h 8 


% Wrong d Canes Ligarius---- There is 8 
ce In all theſe Men, and it is bent againſt Ceſar. 
« If thou bee ſt not Immortal, look about thee, 
te Security gives way to Conſpiracy The mighty 
<« Gods defend thee--- Thy Lover, Artemiderus, 
Here will I ſtand, till Ceſar paſs along, 
And as a Suitor will I give him this. 
My Heart laments, that Virtue cannot live 
Out of the Teeth of Emulation. 
If thou read this, O Ceſar, thou may ſt live, 
If not, che Fates with Traytors do W 


| Enter Portia, and Lucius. 
Fort. I prithee Boy, run to the Senate-Houſe, 
Stay not to ahfwer me, but get thee gone, 
Why doft thou ſtay ? 
Luc. To know my Errand, Madam. [gen, 
Fort. T wou'd have had thee there, and here a- 
E're I can tell thee what thou ſhould ſt do there: 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my Side, 
Set a huge Mountain tween m rt and Tongue, 
I have a Man's Mind, but a Woman's Might; 
How hard it is for Women to keep Counſel]. 
Art thou here yet? 
Luc. Madam, what ſhou'd I do ; 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elſe ; 
And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe. 
Port. Yes, bring me Word (Boy) 0 as Look 
00 
For he went ſickly forth; and take good note, , 
What Ceſar doth, what Suitors preſs to him. 
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Hark voy What Noiſe is that ? 
Luc. 1 hear none Madam. 
Port. Prithee liſten well. 

I hear a buſtling Rumour, like a Fray, 

And the Wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc. Indeed Madam, 1 hear nothing. 


| Enter Soothſayer. [been ? 
Frt. Come hither Fellow, Which way haſt thou 
Sooth. At my own Houſe, good Lady: 

Port. What ist a Clock ? 

Sooth. About the ninth Hour, Lady. 

Port. Is Ceſar yet gone to the Capitol. 

Scott. Madam, not yet I go to take my Stand 

To ſee him paſs on to the Capitol. [not ? 
Fort. Thou haſt ſome Suit to Ceſar, haſt thou 

Sooth. That I have Lady, if it will pleaſe Ceſar 

To be ſo to Ceſar, as to hear me; 

I ſhall him to befriend himſelf. ſhim ? 
Port. Why, know ſt thou any harm's towards 
Sooth. None that I know will 

Mach that I fear may chance. 

Good-morrow to you. Here the Street is narrow, 

The Throng that | +” ik Ceſar at the Heels, 

Of Senators, of Pratoys, common Suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble Man almoſt to Death. 

I'll get me to a Place more void, and there 

Speak to Great Ceſar as he comes along. [ Exit. 
Port. I muſt go in; 

Ay me! How weak a thing 

The Hees'an ſpeed thee in thine Fnterprize 

v'ns t in thi ize. 

Sure the Boy — me Brutus hath a Suit 

That Ceſar will not grant: O I grow faint! 

Run Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 

Say I am merry, Come to me agen, 


And 
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And bring me Word what he doth ſay to thee. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Cæſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, Decius, 
Metellus Trebonious, Cinna, Anthony, Lepi- 
dus, Publius, and Soothſayer. | 
Ceſ. The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth, Ay Ceſar, but not gone. 

Hail Ceſar, read this Schedule. _ 
Deci. Trebonius doth deſire you to o're-read 
At your beft Leiſure, this his humble Suit. [ Suit. 
ooth. O Ceſar, read mine firſt-— for mine's a 

ar. 

That touches Ceſar nearer : Read it Greallfs 
Ceſ. What touches us, our ſelf ſhall be laſt ſery'd. 
Soth. Delay not Ceſar ; read it inſtantly. 
Ceſ. What is the Fellow mad. | 
Caffe. What, urge you _ Petitions in the 

Street, come to the Capitol. 


a —.— — 2 <a 
I wiſh yourEnterprize to Day may thrive. 
Cop What Enterprize, Fypilius? ? 
— Pop. Fare you wel 
Brut. What ſaid Poprlius Lena? (thrive, 
Caff. He wiſh'd to Day our Enterprize might 
I fear our Purpoſe is diſcover d. him. 
Brut. Look how he makes to Ceſar--- mark 
Caffe. Caska be ſudden, for we fear Prevention, 
Brutus, what ſhall be done? If this be known, 
Caſſius or Ceſar never ſhall turn back, 
For I will flay my ſelf. 
Brut. Caſſtus be conſtant ; 
Popilnus Lena f. 


peaks not of our Purpoſe, 
For look he ſmules, and Cæſar doth not change. 


SCENE 


— 
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SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Capitol; 
they ſeat themſelves. 
: * 
Caffi. Trebinius knows his time for Took you 
He draws Mark Anthony out of the way. | 
Deci. Where is Metellus Cymber? Let lim go, 
And firſt prefer his Suit to Cæſar. him. 
Brut. He is addreſs goo near, and ſecond 
Cn. Caska,you are the firſt that rears yourHand: 
Ceſ. Are we all ready? What is now amiſs 
That Ceſar and his Senate muſt redreſs. [Ceſar, 
Met. Moſt high, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſſant 
Metellus Cymber throws before your Seat 
An humble Heart. 
I muſt prevent thee, _ . 
Theſe Crouchings, and theſe lowly Courteſies 
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Men, 
And turn pre-ordinance, and firſt decree 
Into the Lane of Children be not fond 
To think that Ceſar bears ſuch rebel Blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true Quality 
Words, 


With that which melteth Fools, I mean, Sweet 


ing: 

Low crooked Courteſies, and baſe Spaniel fl 
Thy Brother, by Decree is baniſh'd : 
If thou doſt bend and pray, and fawn for him, 
I ſpurn thee, like a Curr, out of my way, 
Know, Cæſar doth no Wrong,nor without Cauſe, 
Will he be ſatisfy d. ſown, 

Met. Is there no Voice more worthy than my 
To ſound more ſweetly in Great Ceſar's Ear 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother. 
Brut. I kiſs thy Hand, but not in Flattery Ceſar, 
Defiring thee, Publius Cymber may 


ve 


6 


„ 
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Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal. 
Cæſ. What, Prutus | 
Caf. Pardon Cæſar; Ceſar Pardon! 
As low as to thy Feet doth 1 tall, 


7 
To beg Entranchiſement for Publuss Cymber. 
Czf. 1 could be well mov'd if I were as you, 
It I cond pray to move, Prayers wou d move me; 
But Iam conſtant as the Northern Star, 
Of whoſe true Fixt, and reſting Quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament. 
The Skies are painted with unnumber d Sparks, 
They are all Fire, and every one doth ſhine, 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So in the World, tis furniſh'd well with Men, 
And Men are Fleth and Blood, and apprehenſive, 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unaſſailable holds on his Courſe, 
Unſhak d of Motion; and that one am I 
Let me a little ſhew ir, even in this: 
That I was conſtant Cymber ſhou'd be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remain to keep him © : 
Cin. O Ceſar! 
Cæſ. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Deci. Great Cæſar! 
Caf. Doth not Prutus bootleſs kneel -- 
Cask. Speak Hands for me! [Stabs brim 
Cæſ. Ft tue Brute! Then falls Cæſar— [ dies 
Caſſi. Some to rhe common Pulpit, and cry out 
Liberty, Freedom, and Entranchitement.-- 
Brut. People and Senators, be not aftrighted ; - 
Fly not, ſtand ſtill- Ambition's Debt is paid 
Can. Go to the Pulpit Prutus-- 
Deci. AndCayſus too: 
Brut. Where s Publnes ? 
Cin. Here, quite confounded wich this Mutiny- 
Brut. Publius, Good Cheer, 
E There 
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Thereis no harm intended to your Perſon 
Nor to any Roman elſe - So tell them Publius. 
Caſfſi. And leave us Publius. 
Prut. Do ſo, good Prutus, and let no Man abide 


But we the Doers -— [this Deed, 
Enter Trebonius. 
Caf. Where is Anthony ? 


Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz'd ; [run 
Men, Wives, and Children, ſtare, cry out, and 
As it were Doom's-day. 

Brut, Fates, we will know your Pleaſures ; 
That we ſhall dye we know, tis but the time 
And drawing Days out, that Men ſtand upon. 

Cask. Why he that cuts off 1 ears of Life, 
Cuts off ſo many Vears of fearing Death : 

Brit. Grant that, and then is Peach a Benefit. 
So are we Cæſar's Friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing Death Stoop Romans, ſtoop, 
And let us bathe our Hands in Ceſer's Blood, 
And all beſmear our Swords, | 
Then walk we forth, ev'n to the Market-place, 

And waving our red Weapons ore our Heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedom, and Liberty. 

Caff. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over ; 

In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown. 


port ! 
Brut. So many times ſhall Ceſar Werd in 
That now on Pompey's Baſis lies along, 
No worthier than the Duſt. 
Caffi. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So often ſhall the Knot of us be call'd 
The Men that gave their Country Liberty. 
Deci. What, ſhall we forth? 


Casi. 


| 
| 
| 
: 
? 
, 
] 
: 
t 
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| Caffe. Ay, evry Man away 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his Heels 
With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt Hearts of Nome. 


Enter Servant. [thony's. 
Brut. Soft, who comes here? A Servaneof An- 
[ knee], 


Serv. Thus Brutus, did my Maſter bid me 
Thus did Mark Anthony bid me fall down, 
And being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay. 
Brutus is noble, wile, valiant, and honeſt, 
Ceſar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving. 
Say I love Brutus, and T honour him, 
Say, 1 fear d Cæſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſafe, that Anth 
May ſafely come to him, and be refolv'd, 
How Ceſar hath deſerv d to lye in Death, 
Mark Anthony ſhall not love Ceſar dead 
So well as Prutus living--- But will follow 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thro' all the Hazards of this untrod State 
With all true Faith So ſays my Maſter Anthony. 
Brut. Thy Maſter is a wiſe and valiant Roman, 
I never thought him worſe. 
Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this Place, 
He ſhall be ſatisfy d; and by my Honour 


Depart untouch'd 
Serv. IIl fetch him preſently. [Exit. 
Brut. I know that we have him well ro 


Friend. 
Caffe. T wiſh we may: But yet I have a Mind 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill. 
Falls ſhrewdly to the Purpoſe-— 


Enter Anthony. 
Brut. But here comes Sy . 
W-. 


Welcome 
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Welcome Mark Anthony. 
Anth. O mighty Ceſar ! Doſt thou lye fo low? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
SIrunk to this little meaſure? Fare thee well! 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend ! 
Who elſe muſt be let Blood? 
If I my ſelf, there is no Hour ſo fit 
As Ceſar's Death's Hour nor no Inſtrument 
Ot half that worth, as thoſe your Swords made 
rich 
With the moſt noble Blood of all this World. * 
I do heſeech you, if you bear me hard, | 
Now whilſt your purpl'dHands do reak and ſmoak, 
Fulfil your Pleaſure; live a thouſand Years, 
I ſhall not find my ſelf fo apt to die. 
No Place will pleaſe me fo, no Mein of Death, 
As here by Cæſar, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Maſter Spirits of the Ape. 
Brut. O Anthony, beg not your Death of us: 
Tho'now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 
As by our Hands, and this our preſent Act 
We ſeem to do Yet ſee you but our Hands, 
Our Hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful. 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 
Hath done this Deed on Ceſar— For your part, 
To you, our Swords have Leaden Points, Mark 
And our Hearts __ .. [ Anthony, 
Of Brother's Temper, doreceive you in 
With all kindLove, good Thoughts,andReverence. 
Caf. Your Voiceſhall be as ſtrong as any Man's 
In the diſpoſing of new Dignities  __ 
Prut. Only be patient, till we have appeas d 
The Multitude, beſides themſelves will fear, 
And then we will deliver you the Cauſe, 
Why J, that did love Ceſar when I ſtruck him, 
Have thus proceeded-- <4 as 
| Anth. 


s 


Anth. I doubt not of your Wiſdom ; 
Leteach Man render me his bloody Hand. 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with you: 


Next, Cams Caſſius, do l 


take'your Hand, 
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Now Decius Brutzes, yours, now yours Mettellus: 
Yours Cinna, and my valiant Caska, yours. 


Tho' laſt, not leaſt in Love, yours, good Trebonius 


Gentleman all- Alas! what ſhall ! ſay ? 


My Credit now ſtands on ſach flip 
That one of two bad ways you m 


Either a Coward or a Flatterer=- 

That did love thee once, Ceſar, tis true, 

If then thy Spirit look upon us now; 
— than thy Death, 


Shall it not grieve thee, 
To ſee thy Anthony maki 


ng his Peace, 


Shaking the bloody Fingers of thy Foes— 
Had I as — as thou haſt Wounds 


Weeping as 


as they Stream 


It wou d become me better, than to cloſe 


In Terms of Friendſhip with thy Enemies: | 
Heart ; 


Ground, 
conceit me. 


forth thy Blood 


Pardon me, Julius, here waſt thon bay'd, brave 
Here didſt thou fall, and herethy Hunters ſtand, 
Sign d in thy Spoil, and crimſon d in thy Lethe. 


O World, thou waſt the 


And this indeed, O World 
How, like a Deer, ſtrucken 


Noſt thou here lye. 
Cat. Mark Anthony. 


Foreſt to this Harr, 


Anth. Pardon me, Cams Caſſius ; 


The Enemies of Ceſar ſhall fa 


his 


t | 
Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeliy - - = 
Caffe. I blame you not for praiſing Ceſar fo, 


Will you be prick d in 
Or ſhall we on, and = 


umber of our Frien 
cepend:on you. 
% 


the Heat of thee. 
by many Princes, * 


But what Compact — * an to have with us ? 


ds, 


1 


Anth 
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Anth. Theretore I took your Hands, but was in 


| deed 
Sway d from the Point, by looking down on [org 
Friends am I with all, and love you all, 
Upon this Hope, that you ſhall give me Reaſons 
Why, and wherein, Ceſar was dangerous, 

Brut. Or elſe were this a ſavage Spectacle ; 
_- Reaſons are ſo full of ood Regard, 

Were Aut homy Ceſar 

You ſhou'd be fatisfy'd.”* — 

Anth. That's all I ſeek. 
And am moreover Suitor, that I may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And, in the Pulpit, as becomes a Friend, 
5 in the er of his Funeral 

Brut. You ſhall, Mark Anthony. 

Caffe. Brutus, a Word with you. 


You know not what you do; do not conſent 
That Anthony ſpeak in his Funeral, 
Know you how much the People may be mov d 
By that which he will utter.. 

Brut. By your pardon, 
I will my ſelf into the Pulpit 
And ſhew the 1 of 3 $ _— 
What Anth ſpeak, I will prot 
He ſpeaks by Taave, and by ithon ; 


And that we are contented Ceſar ſhall _ 

Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies: 

It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong-- 
Caſſi. I know not I like it not. 


Brut. Mark Anthony. Here, take you 52 A 
Body ; 
You ſhall not in your Funeral blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can dei eb Ceſar. 


y Ro — 


And 
Elſe ſhal] you not have any Hand at all 
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About his Funeral: And you ſhall ſpeak 

In the ſame Pulpit whereto I am going, 

After my Speech is ended.. 

Anth. Be it ſo, 

do deſire no more. 

Brut. Prepare the Body then, and follow us. 
2 all but Anthony. 

Anth. O Pardon me, thou bleeding Piece of 


That I am meek and gentlewith theſe Butchers. 
Thou art vhe Ruins of the nobleſt i 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times - -- 
Woe to the — that ſhed this coftly Blood. 
Over thy Wounds, now do I Prophecy, 
hich like dumb Mouths, do ope their rubyLips 

o beg the Voice and Utterance of my Tongue.) 
A Curſe ſhall light upon the Limbs of Men, 
Domeſtick Fury, and fierce civil Strife, 
Shall cumber all the Parts of laß!!! 
Blood and Deſtruction ſhall be 2 in uſe, 
And dreadful Objects ſo familiar, | 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold ' 
Their Infants quarter d with the Hands of War. 
That this foul Deed, ſhall Smell above the Earth. 
With Carrion Men, groaning for Burial --- -. 


You ſerve OZ * do 5 

Lou ſerve UG &vns vou not 

Serv. I do, Mark Anthony - - - 

An. Ceſar did write from him to come to Rome. 

Serv. He did receive his Letter, and is coming. 

And bid me ſay to you by Word of Mouth, -- -. 
O Ceſor.. weep, 
Anth, Thy Heart 1 thee a part 

Paſfion I ſee is catching from mine Eyes, 

9 ſtand in thane ; 

4 
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Began to Water - - - Is thy Maſter coming ? 
Serv. He lies to Night within ſeven Leagues of 
Anth. Poſt back with fpeed, | Rome. 

And tell him what hath chanc'd; 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No place of ſafety for Offavius yet, 

Hye hence, and tell him fo. - -- Yet ſtay a while, 

Thou ſhalr not back, till F have born this Body 

Fo the Market-Place - -- There ſhall 1 try 

In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruel Iſſue of theſe bloody Men- 

Acccording ta the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 

To young Oar of the State of things. 

Take vp the Body --- [Exeunt.. 


Enter Brutus Caſſius, and Mob. 
Mob. We will be fatisfy'd, let us be ſatisfy d. 
| | Friends 9” 

Brut. Then follow me, and give me Audience, 
Caſſius, go you into the other Street, 
rt the Numbers 
Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let em ſtay here, 
Thoſe that will follow Cafftus, go with him, 


And publick Reaſons ſhall be rendred 
Of & ars Death - - - 
1. I will hear Brutus ſpeak. [ſons, 


2. I will hear Cas, 8 Rea-- 
When ſeverally we hear them rendred 
. 3+-The noble Brutus is aſcended. Silence. 
eee van cer Nad [me for my 
Brut. Romans, Countrymen, and Lovers, hear 
Cauſe, and be filent, that you may — —_ 
Me for mine Honour, and have reſpect to my Hon- 
That you quay believe--- Cenfure mein your 
an 


2 
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The better judge- - If the e be any in this Aſſem- 
bl 
Any dear Friends of Ceſar's, to him I ſay, 1 
Frutus love to Ceſar, was no leſs than his- It 
Then that Friend demand, why Brutus roſe againſt 
Ceſar, this is my Anſwer - Not that llov 
Ceſar leſs, but that I lo Nane more Had you 
Rather Ceſar were living and dye Slaves, than 
That Ceſar were dead, to live all Frecmen 
As Ceſar lov'd me, I weep for him, as he 
Was fortunate, I re:Cyce at it; as he was 
Valiant, I honour him-- But as he was 2 
8 
I flew him-- There is Tears, for his Love Joy for 
Fortune, Honour for his Valour, and Death for 
His Ambition Who is here ſo baſe, that would 
Be a Bondman ? If any ſpeak--- For him have 
I have offended · Who is here ſo rude, that would 
Not be a Roman? If any Speak - for him have 
I offended --- Who is here ſo vile, that will not 
Love his Country? If any, Speak, for him 
Have I offended--- I pauſe for a Reply-- 
Oum. None, Frutus, none. no- 
Brut. Then none have J offended--I have done 
More to Ceſar, than you ſhall do to Brutus. 
The Queſtion of his Death, is Enroll'd in the 
Capitol--- His Glory not extenuated, wherein 
He was worthy-- Nor his Offences enforc 
For which he ſuffer d Death gf 
| | [who 
Here comes his Body, mourn'd by Mark Anthony, 
Tho' he had no Hand in his Death, ſhall receive 
TheBenefit of his dying, a Place in the Common 
Wealth-- As whichif you ſhall not with this I 
Depart, that as I flew my beſt Lover for the Good 
Of Rome, Thave the ſame Dagger for my > £2 
| ei 
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When it ſhall pleaſe myCountry to need my Death. 
Onm. Live Brutus, live, live. THouſe. 


7. Bring him with Triumph home unto his 

2. Give a Statue with his Anceſtors. 

3. Let him be Ceſar. 

4. Cæſar's better parts, 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 

1. We'll bring him to his Houſe, 
With Shouts and Clamours ! 

Brut. My Countrymen ! 

2. Pence, Silence, Brutus ſpeaks. 

I. Peace, ho ! 

Brut. Good Countrymen, let me d 
Dog for os 455 8 here 2 l 

grace to Ceſar's and grace h, 

to Ceſar's Glortes, which Mark — 


alone, 


55 —__ , Is allow'd to make. 


Ido entreat you not a Man depart 
Saye I alone, till Anthony have ebe. [Exit. 


Enter Anthony, with Caeſar's Bod 
I. be and let us hear Mark Lal. 


wing him go up into the publick Chair. 
U hear him Noble Anh up. 
Anth, For Brutus fake, Tam 
4. What dees he ſay of Brutus ? 
3. He ſays for Brutus He is 
He finds himſelf beholding to us all. 


4: 3 ſpake no harm of Brutus here. 


In. was 2 Tyrant. 


we Ent et 
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The Evil that Men do, lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with their Bones. 
So let it be with Ceſar : The noble Frutus 
Hath told you, Ceſar was ambitious ; 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous Fault. 
And grievoully has Ceſar anſwer d it: 
Here under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
For Brutus is an honourable Man, 
(So are they all ; all honourable Men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cefar's Funeral. 
He was my Friend, faithful and juſt to me, 
But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an honourable Man- 
He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe Ranſom did the general Coffers fill. 
Did this in Ceſar ſeem ambitious ? 
When that the Poar have cry'd, Ceſar hath wept, 
Ambition ſhou'd be made of ſterner Stuff, - 
Yet Brutus ſays he was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an honourable Man 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal, 
I thrice preſented him a kingly Crown, [tion ? 
Which he did thrice refuſe - - - Was this Ambi- 
Vet Brutus ſays he was ambitious, 
And ſure he is an honourable Man. 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know, 
You all did love him once, not without Apis 
| im } 
What Cauſe with-holds you then, to mourn for 
O judgment! Thou art fled to brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men have loſt their Reaſons- Bear with me, 
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Ceſar, 
And I muſt pauſe, till it come back to me -- | 
1. Methinks there is muchReaſon in his Sayings, 
2. If thou conſider rightly of the Matter, 
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Ceſar has had great Wrong. 
2. Has he Maſter's ! 1 fear there will a Worſe 
come in his place. | [ Crown, 
J. Mark'd you his Words? he wou'd not take the 
Therefore tis certain, he was not ambigious. 
1. If it be found, ſome will dear abide it Ling. 
2. Poor Soul, his Eyes are red as Fire with 2 
3. There's not a nobler Man in Rome bs 4 
4. Now mark him, he begins agen to ſpeak. 


Anth. But Yeſterday,the Word of Ceſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the World- Now lies he there 


And none ſo proper to do him Reverence. 
O Maſters ! If I were diſpos d to ſtir 
Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, 
I ſhould do Prutus Wrong, and Cf Wrong, 
Who you all know, are hononurable Me 
L will not do them Wrong: I rather chuſe 
To wrong the Dead, to wrong my ſelf, and you, 
Than I will wrong fuch honourable Men - - - 
Bur here's a Parchment with the Seal of Ceſar, 
I found it in his Cloſet - - Tis his Will -- 
Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament, 
Which, Pardon me, I do not mean to read, 
And they would go and kiſs dead Ceſar's Wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his ſacred Blood ; 
Yea, beg a Fair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequearthing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their Iſſue. 1 Iuy. 
4. We ll hear the Will read it, Mark Aut ho- 
| ars Will. 
- Onm. The Will, the Will-- Wewill hear Ce- 
| ſnot read it. 
Anth. Have Patience, ventle Friends, I muſt 
It is not meer, you know how Ceſar low you. 
a 5 | ou 
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You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but 
And being Men, hearing the Will of Ceſar, 
It will enflame you, it will make you mad ; 
Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you —_— O what will come of it? 
4. Read the Will, we'll hear it, Anthony, 
You ſhall read us the Will; Oar's Will. _ 
while. 
Anth. Will you be patient? Will you ſtay a 
I have o'reſhot my ſelf ro tell you of it, 
I fear I wrong the honourable Men, 
Whoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar-- do fear it. 
4. They were Iraytors-- Honourable Men! 
[read the Will. 
2. They were Villains, Murderers-- The Will, 
Anth.Y ou will compel methen to read theWill- 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefar, 
And Jet me ſhew you him that made the Will. 
Shall I deſcend And will you give me Leave? 
Onm. Come down. 
2. Deſcend. 
3. You ſhall have Leave. 
4. A Ring, Stand round. 
1. Stand from the Hearſe Stand from the Body. 
2. Room for Anthony, Moſt noble Anthony. 
Anth. Nay, preſs not fo upon me Stand far off. 
Onm. Stand back Room, bear back. [now, 
Anth. If you have Tears, prepare to ſhed em 
You all do know this Mantle--- I remember 
The firſt time Cæſar ever put it on, 
"Twas on a Summer's Evening, in his Tent, 
That Day he overcame the Nervii. 
Look, in this place run Caſſus Dagger thro' 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made. 
Thro' this, the Well-beloved Brutus Stabb'd, 
And as he pluck'd his _ Steel away, Ava 
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Mark how the Blood of Ceſar follow d it. 

As ruſhing out of Doors, to be reſolv d 

Ic Prutus fo unkindly knock'd or no: 

For Brutus, as you know, was Ceſars Angel. 
udge, O yeGods! how dearly Ceſar lov'd him. 
his was the moſt unkindeſt Cut of all, 

For when the noble Ceſar ſaw him Stab, 

Ingratitude, more ſtrong than Traytors Arms 

Quite Vanquiſh'd him : Then burſt his mighty 

And in his Mantle, muffling up his Face, [Heart, 

Fv'n at the Baſe of Pompey s Statute 

(Which all the while ran Blood) Great Ceſar fell. 

O what a fall was there, my Countrymen ? 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 

C ! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 

Ine dint of pity---Theſe are gracious Drops. 

uind Souls! What weep you, when you but behold 

Cur Ceſar's Veſture wounded ? Look you here, 

Here is himſelf, marr'd as you ſee with Traytors. 

1. O piteous SpeQacle! 

2. O noble Ceſar ! 

3. O woful Day 

4. O Traytors ! Villains! 

1. O moſt bloody Sight ! 

d. We will be Reveng'd : Revenge, 

About, Seek, Burn, Fire, Kill, Slay, 

Let nat a Traytor Live. 

Ant. Stay Countrymen ! : 

1. Peace — the noble Anthony. [him. 
2.We'll hear him, we'll follow him we ll dye with 
Ant. Good Friends, ſweet Friends, let me not 

To ſuch a ſudden Flood of Mutiny. [ſtir you up 

T hey that have done this Deed, are honourable. 

What private Griefs they have, alaſs I know not, 


That made em do ĩt They are wiſe & honourable 


n 


Tt 
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And will, no doubt, with Reaſons Anſwer you. 
I come not Friends, to ſteal away your Hearts, 
I am no Orator, as Prutus is, : 
But as you know me all, a plain blunt Man. 

That love my Friend, and that they know full well. 

That gave me publick leave to ſpeak of him. 

But I have neither Wir, nor Words, nor Worth, 

Action, nor utterance, nor the power of Speech, 

To ſtir Mens Bloods---I only ſpeak right on, 

I tel] you that, which you your ſelves do know, 

Shew you ſweet Ceſars Wounds, poor, poor, dumb 

Mouths--- 

And bid them ſpeak for me—Bur were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Anthony, there were an Anthony 

Wou'd ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 

In ev'ry Wound of Cæſar- That ſnou d mov d 

Ihe Stones of Rome to riſe and Mutiny, 
All.. We'll Mutiny. 

1. Well Burn the Houſe of Erutus. 

3. Away then, come, ſeek the Conſpirators. 
Anm Vet hear me Countrymen, yet hear me ſpeak 
Al Peace ho, hear Autbom moſt noble — 2 
Ant. Why Friends; to do I know not what 

Wherein hath Ceſar thus deſerv'd your Loves? 

Alaſs you know not, I muſt tell you then : 

You have forgot the Will I told you off. [Will. 
All. Moſt true, the Will--lct's ſtay and hear the 
Ant. Here is the Will, and under Ceſar 's Scal. 

To ev'ry Roman Citizen he gives, 

To. ev'ry ſeveral Man, ſeventy five Drachma s. 
2. Moſt noble Cæſar We ll revenge his Death 
3. O Royal Ceſar ! 

Ant. Hear me with Patience. 
All. Peace ho. | 
Ant. Moreover he hath left you all his Walks, 
His private Arbors, * Flanted Or _— 
| 2 
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On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you 

And to your Heirs for ever Common Pleaſures 

To walk abroad, and iccreate your ſelves. 

Here _ a Ceſar - When comes ſuch another. 

Never, never, come, away, awa 

Wen burn his Body in the —4 Pcs . 

And with the brands fire the Traytor's Houſes. - 

Take up the Body. Huzza. [Exeunt. 
Ant. Now let it work, miſchief, thou art a foot 

Take thou what Courſe thou wilt. 


Enter Servant. 

How now Fellow. 

Serv. Sir, Ot avius is already come to Rome. 

An. Where is he? 

Ser». He and Lepidus are at Ceſars Houſe. 

Ant. And thither will I ſtraight to Viſit him. 
Ee comes upon a Wiſh—Fortune is Merry, 
And in this Mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. I heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſacs, _ 
Are rid like Madmen, thro the Gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the People 
How I had mov'd em— bring me to Od avi. 

[Exeunt. 


err 


er 
Antl:ony, Octavius, Lepidus diſcover d. 


[are prick d. 
Anb. 1 many then ſhall dye -their Names 
Ota. Your Brother too muſt dye--Conſent 
I do Conſent. [you Lepidus ? 
Otta. Prick him down Anthony. 
Lp. Upon Condition, Publius ſhall not Live, 
Who is your Siſters Son, Mark Anthony. 


. 


2 
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Ant. He ſhall not Live---Look with a Spot I 
But Lep:qus, go you to Ceſars houſe, [damn him. 
Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 
How to Cut off ſome Charge in Legacies, 

What, Shall I find you here? Exit. 

Ota. Or Here, or at the Capitol. 

Ant. This is a flight unmeritable Man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands---Is it fit, 
The threefold World divided, he ſhou'd ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it, 

Oct a. So you thought him, 

And took his Voice, who ſnou d beprick'd to dye, 
In our black Sentence, and Proſcription. [you 

Ant. Ottavns, 1 have ſeen more Days then 
And tho' we lay theſe Honours on this Man 
To eaſe our ſelves of diverſe ſlanderous Loads, 
He ſhall but bear them, as the Aſs bears Gold, 
To Groan and Sweat under the Buſineſs, 
Either led or driven, as.we point the way. | 
And having brought our. Treaſure where we will, 
Then take we down his Load, and turn him off. 
(Like to the empty Aſs) to ſhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 

Oda. You may do your Will, 
But he's a try'd, and valiant Soldier. 

Ant. So is my Horſe, Oftavms, and for that, 

do appoint him ſtore of Provender. 

It is a Creature that I teach to Fight, 

To wind, to Stop, to run diredly n: 

His Corporal motion, govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſte, is Læpidus but ſo: 

Do not talk of him, , 

But as a Property; and now Ot auius, 
Liſtengreat Things- -Brutus and Caffe: [Head, 
Are levying Powers: We muſt ſtr⸗ ight make 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
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Our beſt Friends made, our Means ftretch'd, 
And let us preſently go fit in Council, 

How covert Matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils ſureſt anſwer d. | 
Ota. Let us do ſo for we are at the Stake, 
And bayed about with many Enemies-—- _ | 
And ſome that ſmile, have in their Hearts, I fear, 
Million of Miſchiefs--= March here. [ Exeunt. 

Emer Br " Lucilius, and Soldiers, meeti 
82 and Pindarus. 10 
Frut. Stand, ho! 
Luc. Give the Word ho, and ſtand ! 

Brut. What now Lucilius, is Caſſius near? 
Luc. He is at Hand, and arus is come, 
To do you Salutation trom his Maſter. [ darus 

Brut. He greets me well -- Your Maſter Pin- 
In his own Change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath giv'n me ſome worthy Cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone, = -- but if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfy d. 
Pin. I do not doubt, 
But that my noble Maſter will — — 
Such as he is, full of Regard, and Honour. 
Erut. Lie is not doubted - a Word, Lucilius 
How he receiv'd you, let me be reſolv d. [noug 
Luc. With Courteſy - and with Reſpect e- 
But not with ſuch familiar Inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free, and friendly Conference, 
As de hath us d of old - | 
Brut. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling: Ever note Lucilius, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay, 
N uſeth an enforced Ceremony: F 
There are no Tricks in — and ſimple Faith, 
But hollow Men, like hot at hand, 
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Make gallant Shew, and Promiſe of their Mettle. 

But when they ſhou d endure the bloody Spur, 

They fall their Creſts, and like deceitful Jades, 

Sink in the Tryal - - Comes his Army on? 

Iquarter'd: 

Luc. They mean this Night in Sar dit to be 

The greater Part, the Horſe, in general, 

Are come with Caſſius. [March here. 


Enter Caſſius, and Soldiers. 
Brut. Hark, he is arriv'd. 
March gently on ro meet him. 
Caffi. Stand, ho! | 


Brut. Stand, ho. Speak the Word along - - 
Stand. 


Stand. 
Stand. [ Wrong. 
Caſſi. Moſt noble Brother, you have done me 


mies ? 
Brut. Judge me, ye Gods ; wrong I *. Ene- 
And if not ſo, how ſhou d I wrong a Brother. 
Caf. Brutus, this ſober Form of your hides 
And when you do them [Wrongs, 
. 
peak your Griefs ſo lo know you w 
Vchore the Eyes of 6 pk Armies here 
(Which ſhou d perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not Wrangle - - bid them move away 
Then in my Tent Caſſus, enlarge your Gri 
And I will give you audience 5 
Casi. Pindarius 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this Ground. 
Brut. Lucilius, do you the like, and ot 00 
| ence; 
Come to our Tent, till we have done our Confer- 
5 F 4 Let 
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Let Lucius, and Titinius guard our Door. 
[Exeunt. 


Re-enter Brutus, and Caſſius. [in this. 

Caſſi. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear 
You have condemn'd, and noted Lucius Fella, 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my Letters, praying on his ſide 
Becauſe I knew the Man, was lighted of. [Caſe. 

Brut. You wrong d your ſelf, to write in ſuch a 

Caſſi. In ſuch a time as this, it it not meet 
That ev'ry nice Offence ſhou'd bear his Comment. 

Brut. Let me tell you Caſſius, you your ſelf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itchi 
To ſel] and mart your Offices for Gold, 
To Undeſervers. 

Cafſi. I an itching Palm? 
You know that you are Brutus that ſpeaks this, 
Or by the Gods, this Speech were elſe your laſt. 

Brut. This Name of Caſſius Honours this Cor- 


by 


Truption 
And Chaſtiſement doth therefore hide his Head. 
Caſffi. Chaſtiſement! [member, 


Brut. Remember March, the Ides of March re- 
Did not great Jul bleed for Juſtice ſake. 
. Villain touch d his Body, that did ſtab, 

d not for Juſtice - - What, ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt Man of all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers - Shall we now, 
Contaminate our Fingers with baſe Bribes ? 
And ſell the mighty Space of our large Honours, 
For ſo much Traſh, as may be graſped thus? 

I had rather be a Dog, and bay the Moon, 


* 


Than ſuch « Ne man- 


Caffe. Brutus, bait not me, 
LY act endure it. 
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I am a Soldier, I, 

Older in pos, abler than your ſelf, 

To make Conditions. 

Brut. Go to, You are not Caſſius. 

 Caffi lam. 

Frut. Away, flight Man. 

Caffe. Is t Pollible ? 

Brut. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh Choler, / 
Shall I be frighted when a Madman Stares ? 

Caffi.O ye Gods, ye Gods, muſt I endure all this? 

Brut. All this ? Ay, more : fret till your proud 

[ heart break: 

Go, ſhew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 

And make your Bondmen tremble : muſt I bow? 

Muſt I obſerve you: muſt I ſtand and Crouch. 

Under your teſty Humour ? by the Gods 

You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your 8 | 

Tho! it do ſplit you - for, from this day forth, 

T1] uſe you hos my mirth, yea for my Laughter, 

en you are waſpiſh - e 

Caffe. Is it Come to this? 

Brut. You ſay, you are a better Soldier; 
Let it appear ſo: Make your Vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well - - for mine own part; 
I 2 ad to learn of noble Me- 

Lou wrong me ev'ry wa 

You wrong 2 1 - 

I ſaid an Elder Soldier, not better. 

Did I ſay better? | | 
Brut. If you did I care not. [ mov'd me 
Caf. When Ceſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have 
Brut. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have temp 
Cafii. 1 durſſ not ? [ted him. 
Brut. No, I durſt not! | 
Caf. What, durſt not tempt him? 


Brut, 
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Brut. For your Life you durſt not. 

Caſſi. Do not preſume two much upon my Love; 
I may do that I ſhall be ſorty for. 

Prut. You have done that you ſhou'd be ſorry 
There is no terror Caſſius, in your threats [for. 
For I am Arm d fo ſtrong in honeſty, 

That they paſs by me as the idle Wind; 
Which I reſpe& not -- I did ſend to you 

For certain Sums of Gold 

For I can raiſe no Money by vile means; 

By Heav'n I had rather Coin my heart ; 

And drop my Blood for Drachma's, than to wring 
From the hard hand of Peaſants there vile traſh 
By any indiredtion - I did fend 

o you for Gold to pay my Legions, 

Wheh you deny d me was that done like Cafſns? 

Shou d E have anſwer d Caius Caſſus io ? 

When Marcus Brutus grows ſo Covetous, 

To lock fock Raſcal Counters from his Friends, 

Be ready Gods, with all your Thunderbolts, 
him to pieces. 

Caffe, I deny d you not. 

Brut. You Hd. 

Caſſe. I did not. He was but a fool 
That brought my Anfwer back : Brutus hath 

| riv'd my Heart. 
A Friend ſhou'd bear his Friends Infirmities. 
But Prutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Brut. I do not, till you practice them on me. 

Caſſie. You Love me not. 

Prut. I do not like your faults. 

Caffe. A-Friendly Eye cou d never fee ſuch faults 

Brut. A Flatterer's wou d not, tho they do ap- 
As huge as hi gh — L pear 

Caffj. Come Ani he , and young OF avius come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſfus, For 
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For poi is a weary of the World. 
Hated by one he Loves, brav'd by his Brother ; 
Check d like a Bondman, all his Faults obſery' d, 
Set in a Note Book, Learn d, and Conn'd by Roar, 
To caſt into my Teeth--—O'! I cou'd Weep 
My Spirit . my Eyes There is my Dagger, 
And here my naked Breaſt---Within a Heart 
Dearer than Pluto's mine, Richer than Gold. 
It that thou be'ſt a Roman, take it forth, 
I that deny d thee Gold, will give my Heart ; ] 
Strike as thou didſt at Ceſ, ſar, * I know 
— thou did ſt hate him worſt, thou lovd ſt him 
tter 
Than ever thou lovd ' ſt Caſſues, 
Frut. Sheath your Dagger, 
Be angry when you will, 
Do what you wall, diſhonour ſhall be h 
O Caſſus, you are Yoked with a Lamb, 
That carries Anger, as a Flint bears Fire : 
Who much Enforced, _ a haſty Spark, 
And ſtraight is Cold a 
Caffe. Hath Caſſius Liv 4 
To be but Mirth and Lau to his Brutus, 
When Grief, and Blood ill temper'd, vexeth him. 
Cr When ſpoke that, I was ill temper” dtoo: 
Do yen confeſs ſo much - - Give me your 
5. And my heart too : [hand 
Cafſi. O Brutus, Brutus. 
Brut. What's the matter ? [ me, 
Caffe. Have not you Love enough to bear with 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gave 
Makes me forgetful. =: 
Brut. Yes, Caſſus, and henceforth, 
When you are over earneſt with your —— 
Hell think your Mother chides, and leave you fo: 
Bid the Commanders Lucius 


Pre- 
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Prepare to Lodge their Companies to night - - 
Caſfſi. And bring Meſſala with you, 
Immediately to us. 
Brut. Lucilius, a Bowl of Wine. Angry. 
Caſe. I did not think you cou'd have ow Þ 
Erut. O Caſſius, IL am ſick of many Griefs, 
Cas. Of your Philoſophy you make no ule ; 
If you give place to accidental evils. 
Brut. No Man bears ſorrow better --- Portia is 
Cafſi. Ha Portia ! [dead. 
23 - on ; 
Caſſi. How ſcap'd I killing, when I Croſt you ſo 
U 4 SR * 
rut. Impatient· ot my abſence, Faeroe. 
And grief, that young Oftavms, with Mark 
Have made themſelves ſo firong : for wow _ 
Idea 
That tydings came -- with this ſnie fell diſtracted, 
And (her attendants abſent) ſwallow d fire. 
Ca. And dy d fo: 
Brut. Ev n 8: | 
Caffe. O ye Immortal Gods! 


Enter Boy with Wine. 
Brut. Speak no more of her: Give me a Bowl 
In this I buy all unkindneſs, Cafſeus. 2 Wine. 
Caffe. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill Licius, till the wine o'refwel the Cup. 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus Love. 


Euter Meſſala an Caska. 
Brut. Come in Casta. 

Welcome, Good Meſſala. 

Now fit we down 2 

And call in Queſtion our neceſſities. 

Cal, Portia, Art thou gane? 
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Brut. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have here receiv'd Letters, 
That young Oftavius, and Mark Anthony 
Come down upon us with a mighty Power 
Bending their dition toward Phr/ippr. 
Meſſ. My ſelf have Letters of the ſelf ſame Te- 


Brut. With what Addition? — 
Meſſ. That by Proſcription, and bills of out- 
Oftauvms, Anthony, and Lepidus [lawry, 


Have put to death an hundred Senators, 
Brut. Therein our Letters do not well agree, 
Mine ſpeak of ſeventy Senators that dy'd, 
By their Proſcriptions . - Cicero being one. 
Caſſ. Cicero one 
Meſſ. Cicero is dead, and by that * Pro- 
cription. 
Had you your Letters from your Wife my rd? 
Brut. No Meæſſala. 
Mefſ. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her. 
Brut. Nothing Meſſala. 
Mefſ. That methinks is ſtrange. 
Brut, Why ask you ? 
Hear you ought of her in yours ? 
Meſſ. No, my Lord. 
Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſſ. Then like 2 Roman, bear the truth Itell. 
For certain ſhe is d and by ſtrange manner 
Brut. Why farewel Fortia - we muſt die; Meſ- 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once [ ſala, 
I have the Patience to endure it now. 
Meſfſ. Ev'n ſo great Men great loſſes ſhou d 
Caf. I have as much of this in art, O_ 
have as m is in as 
But yet my Nature cou'd not 3 Ven 
Brut. Well to our Work alive -- what do you 
Of marching to Philzppi 3 5. [think 
Cal. 
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Caſſ. I do not think it Good. 
Frut. Your Reaſon ? 
Ca. This it is. 
"Tis better that the Enemy ſeeks us 
So ſhall he waſte his means, weary his Soldiers, 
Doing himſelf offence - - whilſt we lying ſtill, 
Are full of reſt, defence, and nimbleneſs. 
Brut. Good reaſons muſt, of force, give way 
to better, 
The People, twixt Philippi and this Ground, 
Do fand bur in a forc'd affection- 
For they have grudg'd us Contribution 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſh'd, new added, and encourag d. 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off; 
If at Philippi we do face him there; 
Theſe People at our back. 
Caſſ. Hear me, good Brother. 
Brut. Under your pardon, you muſt note ho. 
ive 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our Friends ; 
Our Legions are brim full, our Cauſe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreaſeth wy day 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tyde in the affairs of Men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to Fortune; 
Omitred, all the Voyage of their Life 
Is bound in Shallows, and in miſeries. 
On ſuch a full Sea are we now afloat, 
And we muſt take the current when ir ſerves, 
Or loſe our ventures. 
| Caf Then with your will go on - - wel along 
Our ſelves, and meet them at Philippi. 
Brut. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 


And Nature muſt cbey neceſſity - - aw 
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There is no more to ſay. 
 Caff. No more Good night; 


Early to morrow will we riſe -- and hen-e, 
Brut. Farewel, Good Maſſala, 
Good night Casta noble, noble, Caſſius, 
Good night, and good repoſe. 
O my dear Brother! 
This was an ill beginning of the night - 
Never come ſuch Diviſion tween our Souls, 
Let it not Prutus. 
Brut. Every thing is well - - 
Caf. Good night, my Lord. 
Frut. Good night good brother. | 
Meſff. (iood night, Lord Prutus. Lat. 
rut. Farcwel ev ry one. 
Where is thy Inſtrument ? 
Luc. Here in the tent 
Brut. What, thou ſpeak ſt drowlily ; 
Poor Knave, F blame thee not - thou art 0'er- 
Call Claudio, and ſome other of myMen,[ [watch d. 
III have them fleep on Cuſhions in my tent. 
Luc. Parrus, and Claudio. 


Enter Varrus and Claudio. 

Var. My Lord ! 

Brut. I pray you firs, lie in my tent and Teep, 
Ir may be I ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On bulineſs to my Brother C - - 

Var. So pleaſe you, we will ftand, 

And watch your pleaſure -- 

Prut. I will not have it ſo - - Lie down, good 
It may be I ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. Llirs, 
Lucus, | 
Can ſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 

And touch thy "be Sn Lon a ſtrain or two. 


Luc. I my Lord, aa't oO you. * 
2 ru 
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Brut. It does my Boy. 
I trouble thee too much - but thou art willing, 
Lic. 18 . FOE GO 
Brut. 1 ſhould not urge uty might, 
I know young bloods look or a time of reſto 
Luc. I have flept my Lord, wy 
Brut. It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſfteepagen, 
Iwill not hold thee long, if I do 77 : 
I will be good to thee -= [Muſick here behind. 
Prut. This is a fleepy tune O Murderous 
Slumber ! 
T ay | thou thy leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That plays thee Muſick - gentle _ ove 
night, 
Iwill not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee, 
It thou doſt nod, thou break ſt thy Inſtrument, 
IIl take it from thee, and good bo 


Good 
| Ghoſt of Czſur Riſes. 


Let me ſee, let me ſee - is not the leaf turn d 
Where I! 1. here it is, I think. [down 
How ill this taper burns! ha, who comes here | 
I think it is the weakneſs of my eyes, 
Tha: ſhapes this Monſtrous Apparition ? 
It comes upon me art thou any thing? 
Art thou ſome God, ſome Angel, or ſome Devil, 
That mak ſt my blood cold, and my hair to Stair ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghoſt. Thy evil Spirit Brutus. 
Prut. Why com ſt thou ? ; 
Ghoſt. To tell thee, thou ſhalt ſee me at Phi- 
Brut.Well, then I ſhall ſee theeagen [ippi. 
Ghoſt. I, at Philippi. 
Brut. Why, I will ſee thee at * then 
Ring down 
Now I have taken heart, thou Vaniſheft, s | 
III Spirit, I wou'd hold more talk with thee. Bo 
Y, 


ha hed 
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Poy, Lucms, Farrus,Claudio, Sirs awake. 
Claud io. 
Luc. The Strings, y Lord, are falſe 
Brut. He thinks he full! is at his Inſtrument. 
Lucius awake. 
Luc. My Lord. 
Brut. Did ſt thou dream Lucius, that thou ſo 
[cryd | out? 
Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Frut. Yes, that thou didſt: didſt thou ſee any 
Luc. Nothing my Lord. [thing 2? 
Brut. Lucius - - Sirrah, Claudio, fellow. 
Thou awake | 
Par. * Lord. 
Saag. W 70 33 firs i fleeps 
rut. id you 1 out Is in your 
Both. Did x we, my Lord ? 70 
Brut. I ſaw you any thing. 
Fac. No my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 
Claud. Nor I my Lord. 


Brut. Go and Commend me to my brother 
d we will follow. 


= "a * 
Bot h. It ſhall be done, my n 
ö Brut. Sure they have raiſed ſome — * 
| [their 8 
And think to frighten Brutus with a ſhade. 
But e're the night cloſes this fatal Pay, 


Tu ſend W viſit to repay 


2 him ſet on his powers, betimes 


8 


—— — — — 
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AUC I: Vs 


Enter Anthony, Cctavius, and Soldiers. 
[A March beg in. 


AN. O W Anon, our hopes are an” 
N "Oh 9 5 

You faid the enemy wou'd not come down, 
But keep the hills, and upper regions, 
It proves not ſo their battles are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philipp here, 
1 we do demand of them. 

Anth. Tut, I am in their boſoms, and I know 
VEherefore they do it; they cou d be content 
To viſit other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery --- thinking by this face 
To faſten in our thoughts, that they have Cou- 
But. tis not fone [x2ge, 


Co, Enter Meſſenger. 
A. Prepare you Generals, * 
The Enemy comes on in Gallant ſhew, 
Their bloody ſign of battle is hung our 
And ſomething to-be-dene, imm ately. ; 
Anth. OHanms, lead your battle ſoftly on, 
Upon the left hand of the ev'n field. | 
OZ. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left 
Arth. Why do you crofs me in this. Exigent? 
Of. Ido not coſs you - - but I will doſo 
[March here. 


Enter Brutus, Caſſius, and Soldiers Caska. 
Brut. They ſtand, and wou'd haveparley. 
Cof-wtand faſt, goodCagte we muſtoutand talk. 


— — _—_ —— — 8 


Erut. 


— — —ů . — 


—— — — — 
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Brut. Words before blows=- Is it ſo Country- 


| men? 
Oc. Not that we love words better, as — do. 
Brut. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, 
LO&avius. 
Anth. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give 
[Good Words, 
Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſars heart; 
Crying, long live, hail Ceſar. 
Caf. Anthony, 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknown, 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyleſs. 
Auth. Not Stingleſs too. 
Prut. O yes, and ſoundleſs too. 
For you have ftolen their buzzing Anthony, 
And very wiſely threat before they Sting. 
Anth. Villains you did not ſo, when your vile 


— [Daggers 
Hack't one another in the ſides of: Ceſar, ; 
You ſhew'd your Teeth like Apes, | 
And fawn'd like Hounds, 


And bow'd like Bondmen, kiſſing Cefars feet, 
Whilſt damned Caska, like a cur behind 
Struck Cæſur on the neck - O you flatterers 
Ca. Flatterers ! now Brutus, thank your ſelf, 
This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If Caſſus might have rul d. 
Ot. Come, come, the Cauſe- --— if arguing 
3 3 — us ſweat, 
The proof of it will turn to -drops. | 
Loox 1 draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 
When think you that this Sword goes up agen ? 
Never till Czſars three and thirty wounds 
Be all aveng'd : or till another Ceſar 
. re the Tweed of Traggece 
2 : = 
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Brut. Ceſar, thou canſt not die by 1 
1ds 
Unleſs thou bring't them with hw F 
O&. So 1 hope. 
1 was not born to die on Brutus Sword. 
Brut. Oh if thou wer't the nobleſt of the ſtrain, 
Young Man, thou coud it not die more Honour- 


able. 
Caſſ. A pod School-boy, worthleſs 4 ſuch: 
Joyned with a Maker, and aReveller. Honour, 


Ant. Old Caſſius ſtill. 
OF. Come, Anthony away: 
Defience Traytor, hurl we in your teeth 
If you dare fight to day, come to the field, 
If not, when you have Stomachs ----= [Exeurt. 
Cafſ. Why now, blow wind, ſwell billow, 
And Swim bark, 
The Storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
Brut. Ho, Luci 
[Lucilius and Maſſala ffand forth. 
Hark a word with you. | 


W Gys my General ? oo ops 
Meſſals, This is my birth-day : as this 


| ; __ . {very day 
Was Caſſus born - - Give me thy hand, Meſſals. 
inſt my will f 


to ſet 
es 


39 


— f : : b : 
2 5 
Iwo e — tell ? & 


— —ñ—ͤ ’ 
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Who to Philippr, here Conſorted us: 

This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 

And, in their ſteads, do Ravens, __ 
17 ites 

Fly o're our heads, and downward look on us, 

As we were ſickly prey - - their ſhadows ſeem 

A Canopy moſt fatal, under which. 

Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 

Me. Believe not ſo— 

Ca. I but believe it partly, 

I I am 1 * E Spirit, and reſolv'd 

o meet ils v Conſtantiy — 

Brut. Evin ſo Lucilius. 

Caffi. Now moſt noble Brutus, | F? 

The to day ſtand friendly, that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age. 
But ſince affairs of Men reſt till uncertain, 
Let's reafon with the worſt that may befal. 
If we do loſe this battle, then is this 177 
The very laſt time we {ball ſpeak together 
What are you then determined to do. 

Brut. Ev'n by the rule of that Philoſophy, 

By which I did blame Cato, for the Death, 

hich he did give himſelf, I know not how: 
But I do find it Cowardly and Vile, 

For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 
The tine of Life, arming my ſelf with Patience, 
To ſtay the Providence of ſome high Powers, 
That Govern us below : 

Caf. Then if we loſe this Battle. 

You axe Contented to be led in Triumph. 
Thorow the ſtreets of Nome 
KI 

not u | 

That ever Frutus will go bound to Rome. 

bears too great a mind : But this fume (af 
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Muſt end that work, the Ideas of March begun. 

And whether we ſhall meet agen. I know not. 

Theretore our Everlaſting farewel take, 

For ever, and forever, farewel, Caſſiur, 

If we do meet agen, why, we ſhal) mile, 

If not, why then, this parting was well made - 
Caf}. For ever, and forever, farewel Brutus, 

If we do meet agen, we'll ſmile indeed. 

If not, tis true, this parting was well made. 
Brut. Why then lead on Oh, that a Main 

might know 

The end of this Days buſineſs ere it Come. 

But it ſufficeth, that the day will end, 

And then the end is known Come ho away 


[4n Alarm. Excum. 


. Re-enter Brutus, and Meſſala. 

Brut. Ride, ride, ala, ride, and give 

Unto theLegions on the 

Let them ſer on at once --- for I perceive 

But cold demeaner in Od avius wing— 

And ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow. 

Ride, Ride, Meſfala, let them all come down. 
[ Alarm Ext. 


Ener Caſſius, and Caska. 
. O look Casta, look, the Villains fly, 
My ſelf have to mine own turn'd Enemy. 
This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 


Cask. O Caſfus, Brutus gave the word two 
"I [ early, - 


Who having ſome advantage on OfFavius 
Took it too eagerly, his Soldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by * are all enclos d. 


fide- T Theſe Bills 


Fat -v. 
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Enter Pindarus. 

Pin. Fly further off, my Lord, fly further off, 
Mark Anthony is in your tents, my Lord. 
Fly therefore, noble Caſſius, fly far off. 

Caſſt. This hill is far enough -- Look, look, 

Casta 

Are thoſe my tents where I perceive the fire? 

Casa. They are my Lord. 

Caſſ. If thou Lov'it me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder hill 
And here agen, that I may reſt aſſur d, 
Whether yond Troops are friend or enemy 

Cana. I will be here agen ev'n with a thought 

Exit. 

Caſſ. Go Fndarus, get higher on that hill, 
My tight was ever thick: regard Casta, 
And tell me what thou not'ſt about the field. 
This day I breathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where L did begin, there ſhall I end, 
My Life is run his Compaſs--- Sirrah, what news. 

Pin. O my Lord! 

Caf. What news | 

An. Caske is encloſed round about 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Spur. 
Yet he Spurs on now they are almoſt on him. 
Now ſome Light - O, he lights too. 
r [ Shout here. 
And hark, they ſhout for Joy. 

Caſſ. Come down, behold no more. 
O Cowarl that J am, to live fo long, 
Jo ſee my beſt friend ta'ne before my face. 
Come hither firrah : In Parth:a, did I take thee 


| Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore R ſaving of thy Life, 
that whatſoever, I did bid thee do, Thou 
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Thou ſhoud' attempt it. Come now keep thine 
Oath, 

Now be a freeman, and with this Good Sond? 

Thar ran thro' Ceſar: bowels, ſearch this boſom, 

Stand not to anſwer - - here "take thou the hilts, 

And when my face is cover'd as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword Ceſar thou art re- 


[venged, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. 

Pin. So J am free, [falls on the Sword. 
Yet wou d not ſo have been, 
Durſt T have done my will- -O Caſſius, 
Far from this Country Pindarus ſhall go, 
Where never Roman ſhall behold him 725 

Exit. 


Enter Caska and Meſſala. 
Nel). It is but change Good Caska, for Ofta- 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus power, ( vius 
As — 00 are by Au 
ſe tydings will we comfort Caſſnes. 
WE; ou leave him ? 
Gi " All, diſconſolate 
wy Pindarus his bondman on this hill. 
Is not that he that lies upon the Ground? 
. He lies not like the living — Oh my 
Meff. Is not that he? [heart ! 
Cark. No, this was he, Meſſala, 
But Caſſius is no more · Oh ſetting Sun 
As in thy red Rays thou durſt fink to night, 


So in his red Blood, Caſſius day is ſet. 
The Sun of Nome is ſet our day is gone, 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come, our deeds are 
one. 
Miſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed [deed. 
Meſſ. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done ey 


ö 
) 
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Oh hateful Error! Melancho!y- Cu! 
Why doſt thou thow io tre api u onghts of Mei 
The things that are not? Oh E::or foon rfl 
cciv d! 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
But kill | the Mother, that engender'd thee. 
Cask. What Pindarus! Where art thou Pinda- 
rus > 
Meſfſ. Seek him, Good Caska, whilſt 1 — to 
meet 
The noble Brutus thruſting this 3 
Into his Ear - I may fay, thruſting it. 
For piercing Steel, and darts in venom dipt 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight --- [ Extt. 
Cask. Haſte good Meſſala -- 
And I will ſeek for Pindarus the while-- - 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth brave Caffrus? 
Did I not meer thy friends, and did nor they 
Put on my brow, this wreath of Victory, 
And bid me give it thee - - didſt thou not hear. 
Their ſhouts: 
Alaſs, thou haſt miſconſtru'd ev'ry thing. 
Bur hold thee, take this Garland on thy brow, 


"Thy Brutus bid me give it thee and I 


Will do his bidding - Brutus come apace, ' 

And ſee how I regarded Canes Caffius! 

By your leave Gods, this is a Roman's part 

Come Caſſius Sword, and find our Caska's Heart. 
[ Aloud Alarm. Kills himfel/. 


Enter Brutus, _— ——— Topilius, and 
ä ucilius. N 1 52 

rut. Where, where Ws, — the BodyLie? 

Mefſ. Lo, vonder, and brave Caska mourning it. 

Brut. His face is Ar hay 


Lic. 
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"Luc. Alas he s ſlain. { A low alarm here. 

Brut. Are yet two Pom ant, — ſuch as 

The laſt of all the Von, fare thee well! ¶theſe? 
It is im poſſible that ever Rome, 
mau d breed thy like - - friends, I owe more 
Jo this dead Man, thai you ſha!l fee me pay. rears 
[ ſhall find time Caſſu, I ſhall find tim: ! 
eme therefore, and ti Tarſus fend his body, 
lis Funeral ſhal] not be in our Camp 
eſt it diſcomfort us Leave us a while. Exit. 
us Ceſar, thou art mizhty yet, - 
\nd turn'ſt our Swords into our proper Entrails. 


Enter C hrs Gl oft < - 
Ghoſt. Caſſius, my three and thirty wounds are 
now reveng d. 
rut. What art thou, why com ſt thou. 
Ghoſt; To keep my word, and meet thee in 


' [Palippi fields. 
Brut. Well, I ſee thee then. 
Ghofl. Next, ungrateful Brutus, do I call. 
Brut, Ungrateful Ceſar, that wou'd —_ — 
f r 
Ghoft.The Ides -fMarch Remember--I muſt go, 
ſo meet thee on the burning Lake below [ Swiks. 
Brut. My Spirits come to me--Stay thou bloody 
\pparition, come back, I wou'd converſe 
.onger with thee tis gone, this fatal ſhadow 
rs me ſtill. 5 
Brut. Come, let's to the field Fauiut, 
| [ſet our 
Zattles on — and Romans, yet e re night, 
We ſhall try fortune in a fight. 
Take off Caſſius. 


[ Alarm bere. Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Anthony, meeting Solliers, and Meſſala. 
| 1ſoner. 

Sold. Here comes the General. 
Frutus is ta ne, Prutus is ta ne my Lord. 

Anth. Where is he. 

Mefſ. afe Anthony · Brutus is ſafe enougli 
I dare aſſure thee that no Enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus. 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame. 
When you do find him or alive or dead 
He wall be found like Brutus, like himſelf. 
_ Auth: This is not but I aſſure you, 
A prize no leſs in worth · keep this Man fafe, 
oe — — 2 8 J had rather have 
Such my friends, than Enemies | 
And ſee 2 de alive or dead. * 
And bring us word unto OFuvius 3 tent 


How everyithing is Chanc d. [Exatont. 
er: Brutus, Dardanius, Lucilius, and Popilius, 

2 Come, poor remains of jends, fee 
| : | 


Luc. Statilbus ſhew'd the torch light, but m 

He came not back - he is or ton, OY 
Brut. Come hither Lucilius, ſlaying 1— 15 

F | Or 

It is a deed in faſhion -— hark thee Lacihnes. + 


Luc. What Lord, no not for all the 
Brut. Peace th: ** Words. LWorld. 
Luc. III rather kill my ſelf. | 


Brut. Hark thee, Dar damius. 

Dar. Shall T do ſuch a deed ? 4-1 
Exc. What ill requeſt did Prutus make to thee. 
Dar. To kill him, Lucilius -- look he meditates. 


Brut, Come hither, Good — 
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Pop. What ſays my Lord. 
Brit. Why tlus, Fopilius. 
The Ghoit of C:ſar has appear d to me 
Iwo ſeveral times by * at Sardis onc 
And this fame night here in Philippi fields 
I know my hour is come. 
P.p. Not fo, my Lord. 
F rut. Nay, I am ſure it is Foprlnus. 
| Thou ſee'ſt the World filius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit, 
It is more worthy to leap in our ſelv 
Then tarry till they puſh us -- Gond 
Thou know fithar we two went to 
Ev n for that our Love of old, I prithee 
Hold thou my Sword, while I run on it. 


Pop. That's not an office for a friend my Lord. 
| | LAlarnm. 
Luc. * my Lord. | 
Brut. -Why do you ſtay to ſave his Life 
. ve. 
Luc. After you, what Roman wou'd Live? 
Brut. Wh.t Roman wou'd not live, that may 
To ſerve his Country in a nobler day. 
You are not above a pardon, tho Brutus is. 
Luc. I'm not afraid to die. - 7% 
Brut. Retire, and Jet me think a while. 
Now one laſt look, and then farewel to all. 
That wou d with the unhappy: Bruttes fall. 
Scorning to view his Country's Miſery, 
Thus Brutus always ſtrikes for 


Poor flaviſh Rome farewel, 
I kill'd not thee with half ſo 


1s 


Good a will. 
F L Dies. 


' Enter 
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_ Anthony, Oddavius, Meſſala, and Soldiers. 


Wu mourn you over? 
Luc. "Tis Brutus. 
Meſſ. So Brutus ſhou'd be found 1 thank 
Thee Brutus, that thou hait prov'd 
Meſſala's ſaying true. 
Antb. This was the nobleſt Rowan of = 
[ all, 


All the Conſpirators, fave only he 

Did that they did in envy of great Ceſar, 

He only in a Generous honeſt thought, 

And Common Good to all, made one of em. 

His Life was gentle, and the Elements 

So mixt in _ nature might ſtand up, 

And fay to all the World, this was a Man. 
OZ. According to his vertue let us uſe him 

With all reſpects and rites of burial. 

Within my tent to night his Bones ſhall lie, 

Moſt like a Soldier order d honourably. 


S call the Fell to Reſt, and let's away 
To part the Glories of this happy day. 


* 


FINIS. 
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